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Guests come without fail each evening,

my door is open

to all songs.

—NÂZIM HIKMET, “MEŞGALE”







PROLOGUE

Olive Lake Boulevard lay behind the Colorado River among the silos and beet fields north of Blythe. No one ever went by foot along those straight-arrow roads with their dry ditches and leaning telegraph poles, from where the Chocolate Mountains could be seen when the dust wasn’t high. In the day the heat made them sullen and colorless; at night cool river winds swept across the rectangular fields and great squares of bundled hay. The Colorado River Station’s captain rarely passed there after dark unless he was driving home from Brawley. He knew the owners of the warehouses and silos, the men who worked the dawn shifts, crossing the border quietly to work the radishes. Over the river there were often mists that chilled the skin and that came on toward dawn. When he was roused by a phone call at 3 a.m. one night he saw it settled around his house off Chanslor Way. The caller was a Mexican foreman who had seen fires near where Olive Lake Boulevard met Tenth Avenue.

The blaze was visible for miles, but in a place where almost nobody lived. Telegraph poles on Tenth Avenue had been set alight along with a small house by the canal. When the captain reached the desert crossing where the poles still glowed, he stopped and got out to finish his doughnut and coffee and watched smoke rising above the dusty palms along Tenth Avenue. He could not conceive who could be out there during the night among the wrens and phainopeplas. A mile along Olive Lake he saw the embers of the old shack by the canal. It lay on a small green plot where three orange trees defied the desert and were untouched by the fire. The house still glowed with lowering flames. If the fires were arson, it was a fairly meaningless act as nobody would witness it: a prank without an audience. Standing by the canal, he noticed a small rowboat pulled up by the ruins of the shack. Someone must have rowed it up from the Colorado nearby. He ran his flashlight over it and saw cans of peaches in syrup and what looked like the butts of joints.

The house itself was gutted and there was little else to see until daylight. Going back to the car, he looked for footprints in the sand, but finding none, he drove slowly down the road between the lettuce fields where it shadowed the canal. Halfway along he saw a pair of plastic flip-flops by the roadside. Taking his flashlight, he wandered into the creosote bushes given life by the canal and listened: There was splashing from the water and low, guttural laughter. Two people.

He pushed down to the canal and sent a beam from the flashlight skimming across the water. Whoever was swimming there went quiet and he heard them coming back to land. He called out to them and told them to go to the road. He went there himself and looked over the flip-flops, which clearly belonged to a girl, and watched the glow of the old utility poles on Tenth. Even though they were no longer in use, he knew there would be paperwork filing his report. Who would torch disused utility poles in the middle of the night?

Two figures came out of the creosotes, a boy with a shock of wet blond hair and a girl in soaked shorts and shirt. They stumbled into the road covered in wet sand and he put light into their faces and saw that they were young, the boy remarkably handsome with an arrogant air. He asked them what they were doing there.

“Swimming,” the girl said.

“And what about them burning poles on Tenth?”

“We say they’re pretty,” the boy said. “Wouldn’t you say?”

The captain went back to his car and radioed the station. No one answered. He turned to signal the girl to come over, and saw that the boy had slipped away. The girl was cool, unabashed. The fires had died down and the sky had turned a paler blue, swallowing the last stars. The captain asked if she was cold and needed a towel. She looked at him without animosity. When he asked, “Where’d your little Robert Redford get to?” she simply smiled and said that he was always running off somewhere.

“That right?”

“We were hot so we went for a swim. It isn’t a crime.”

“No it ain’t. But burning houses is.”

He drove her to the station and on the way she said she couldn’t remember about the poles. They’d drunk a fair bit of “Manhattan on the Mississippi.” She said her friend hadn’t done anyone any harm. He just liked fires. He wanted to make a show for her. The burning poles were a show and the wires had long been disconnected so it didn’t matter, did it? The house was hers and you were allowed to burn your own house, weren’t you?

Back at the station house his deputy had just started his morning shift and Captain Bellows put the girl in his charge. She asked for a cigarette and a coffee, putting her naked feet up on a chair. Bellows went back outside and drove to the end of the tarmac road on Tenth, then walked to the canal at the end of the fields. Something about the twisted look in the girl’s eyes made him want to find her slippery friend. But the boy had gone. The captain returned to the smoldering poles and walked around them awhile.

A great arrow of sunlight came upon the desert and he thought he half understood it in some way. There were hippies and nomads up and down the Colorado, they had camps out in the wastelands and they could be seen sometimes at Paymaster Landing near the abandoned mines. But the girl was only partially that. Back at the station his deputy was waiting for him outside as if he wanted to talk to him privately.

“Do you recall a few years back the telegraph poles set on fire by kids from the Sacred Valley remedial school down by Cibola? It was also on Tenth Avenue. I talked to the girl while you were away. She says her father’s a businessman in New York and her mother’s Turkish.”

“Turkish?”

“What she says. She says she’s about to go back east.”

The captain remembered the truants from Sacred Valley very well. But people in their twenties often bear little resemblance to their adolescent selves.

“Are we going to charge her?” the deputy said.

“For what, burning down her own house?”

Later that day the captain sat at Karma’s Calling cocktail bar in Blythe thinking about the girl, the way she had walked out into the street in her bare feet while an Uber waited for her. “I’ll send you a postcard,” she had called to him before she opened the door. But from where? he had thought, and still did.





ONE

Across the bay the yachts of the city’s rich lingered motionless all summer, never seeming to arrive or depart. The Hotel Halicarnassus lay on the eastern side of Gündoğan Bay, surrounded by dry hills and the olive trees which Herodotus might have known as a child. When Tyler took his orta kahve in the morning, the air was always the same, dry and hot, the pines planted by the Greeks in their heyday stood somber in their shade, and down by the edge of the swimming deck the more vigorous of the guests ate feta and bread before launching themselves into the waters. It was there that Tyler Sedgewick, an American on a mission, hoped to catch sight of Chana Simavi Knight fresh from her sleep, alone or with a boyfriend. When and if she did appear, his Celestron binoculars and Leica camera would be ready as he held vigil at the window of his room on the upper floor of the hotel. But it was already well into July, and although the days lengthened and the expenses he billed to her father grew ominous, they passed without her appearing and his prowess as an investigator began to be called into question.

When James Arthur Knight Jr. gave Tyler her picture at the beginning of the year, the investigator was sure that he had seen her before. He didn’t say anything to Mr. Knight then but deep down he was persuaded of it. He had seen her in the street, maybe, in a bar somewhere on a forgotten summer night, in conditions of half-light and alcoholic ease. They had lived at the same time in New York and they might well have crossed paths. The images which Knight had given him for reference had reminded Tyler of a line of poetry he had read at school somewhere about a woman’s eyes resembling “forests forever under the axe.” What is wounded cannot be hidden. Even in the photograph which Tyler had pinned to the wall, the “forests” in those eyes could be seen and felt. They watched him as he lay numbed with raki on the bed under the mosquito nets after sundown, or working at the desk during the day. From somewhere in the middle distance the adhan sounded, the call to prayer, probably from the Tarihi Mosque in Gündoğan, and that “echo of the dead,” as he liked to think of it, chimed perfectly with the face on the wall. She was the stranger you’ve seen before at close quarters but who never made contact with you, the ship that passed yours in the fog bank and didn’t care about your four-second proximity.

“You know,” her father would say to Tyler during their periodic consultations by phone, “she never got over the death of her mother.” No one could say if this was hyperbole or excuse, but it did occur to Tyler that the wound in the eyes came from that. Still, everyone’s mother dies. It didn’t explain anything. It didn’t explain why she had disappeared or why her own family felt it necessary to find out why. She had “gone revolutionary” was all her father claimed to know. She had always been left-wing, at war with her family and her social class, a precocious teenager with ready reasons for why her own society should be destroyed. The Knights had assumed that all bookish teenagers were a little like this. But Chana had never grown out of her radicalism. On the contrary she had grown into it. Dismaying, but what could one do? It was an affliction of certain generations. Meanwhile Knight had discovered that the house she had been living in with some of the comrades had burned to the ground in the desert somewhere near a small settlement in California. After which willful, persuasive, impossible Chana had gone to ground.

In the mornings Tyler ordered an orta kahve from room service and sat by the shutters of his open window looking down at the hotel decks with the Celestron that he had bought in a mall in the Istanbul neighborhood of Etiler near where he had been living. Youngish couples in terry cloth robes, solitary middle-aged men dark as Onassis from a lifetime on the yachts. He didn’t know the scene down in Bodrum, it was his first time, and yet one could see how it worked. The Halicarnassus was in all the rakish guides. And so he watched them like a birder waiting for the American heiress on the lam to appear like some rare African chaffinch.

Although he knew Chana’s face, he assumed that she had changed the color of her hair. One never knows the lengths to which self-styled radicals on the run will go. Every other evening at 7 p.m. he checked in with the anxious father who was then staying up at Montauk. Knight was a businessman who had taken on the weight of a dynastic petrochemical enterprise and there was something lugubriously burdened about him, as if he had been given a great industrial task to which by nature he was not very well suited. He labored for others. His daughter also seemed to be a burden to him. Chana was the fruit of Knight’s marriage to a wealthy Turkish society girl and as a result she had grown up both in Turkey and her father’s country. She was bilingual, bicultural, like many of her generation; she was able to slip between places and societies with ease. Perhaps this had contributed to a rare form of schizophrenia. She was mercurial, haughty, unusually attuned to other people’s needs and wants, altruistically volatile, genuine and manipulative, chaotic and secretive, a lover of masquerades and shams.

Knight had contacted Tyler at the end of the previous year to ask if Cyclops Eye might consider trying to locate this twenty-seven-year-old chimera. He had done so because he knew that Tyler had been at Groton with the man just appointed to be the American consul in Istanbul, a David Meltzer whom Tyler was sure to remember from school. It was surely a connection which Tyler could use to his advantage if he agreed to take on the assignment and move to Turkey for a few months at the command of the Knight family.

“I am sure,” Knight said during a long lunch for two at the 24 Club during the winter, “that she has entered a period of what I will call vagabondage. Global vagabondage. She failed to show up for a family wedding in Maryland. There were hints that she was in Bali. There was even a credit card transaction in Shanghai from a bar called Sober Company.”

“And you haven’t seen her in a year?”

“My people have been looking for credit card transactions. But they are few and far between. She seems to be running on cash.”

“And where was the last transaction?”

“There we have it. Turkey. It’s hardly surprising. She has connections in Istanbul, she can blend in. She speaks the language as a native. But here is my bind. I don’t want a professional Turkish spy following Chana. I need someone who can pass for a clueless tourist.”

So that would be me then? Tyler thought.

He didn’t want to admit that he barely remembered David Meltzer. He wanted the assignment and he was happy to play along with this garrulous egotist shoveling crab ravioli into his mouth as he talked. He said he could certainly play a clueless tourist.

“Not play, Tyler. Just actually be one. I’d like you to find her but not reveal anything. Just befriend her if you can. I want you to find out what is making her embrace her own disappearance.”

“And then what?”

“Inform, Tyler, inform. I want to be informed. I think you could gain her confidence, even if you are a bit of a shamus.”

“A what?”

“Never mind. I was thinking you could pretend to be something ordinary while you were over there. A writer. A writer drifting about. She would like that. She would find it attractive. Can you pull that off?”

“It’s better than playing a solitary tourist.”

“Good man. I’ll pay you double whatever you’re getting at that miserable agency of yours. I’ll get you a nice little house in Istanbul too. It won’t be bad at all. It’ll be refreshing. Think of it as a working vacation.”

Afterward they walked together through Bryant Park in the snow, where Knight gave vent to his frustrations. It was a tricky matter, as families always were. The Simavi family in Istanbul had been no help. They claimed to have not seen Chana in years. She was as alienated from them as her mother had been after she had married an American. Knight himself wanted to know what Chana was really thinking, what had gone wrong with her. This way, he would keep it “in the family,” though not in the actual family. He added something else that was more private to the Knight family. When she was fifteen, he’d had her sent to a disciplinarian boarding school in the California desert, a therapeutic reform school as they termed it. It was a place cut off from the outside world where wayward children of the rich learned how to recalibrate their lives. They were taken out of their privileged milieu where drugs and sex were an everyday diversion, and forced to give up phones and media, to clean stables, swim in cold rivers and observe strict laws of silence among themselves. It was a harsh cure for the ills of their time and he had often wondered if it had done more harm than good.

“She came out of there at eighteen more violent—I mean mentally violent—than when she went in. All that was good was that she stopped taking cocaine for three years.”

From Tyler he might get information about his daughter’s current mental state, and without arousing her contempt should she ever discover, later in life, that her father had put her under surveillance. He wanted to retain her respect if that was at all possible. Respect, he kept repeating as he stepped in the snow so as to avoid the puddles, was the cornerstone of every relationship. “Just as I respect you, Tyler. I know how highly your colleagues speak of you.”



THIS WAS UNTRUE. Tyler was in the middle stretch of a career which had not panned out as he had hoped. Restless and frustrated, he was eager to get any work outside the country. He could feel that his stock at Cyclops was fading as his enthusiasm for the profession wore off.

In recent years he had been doing mostly marital-affairs work in the tristate area, venturing out to a surveillance job in Monaco concerning an illegitimate American love child and then to Brazil for an insurance-fraud case. His success rate over the previous two years had been 60–40. He had let it be known to his partners that these foreign assignments were much more to his taste than merely spying on husbands in Manhattan hotels; when the Knight case came into the office, therefore, and they were discussing how to handle it, Tyler said to them that he had been at school at Groton with David Meltzer, the consul in Istanbul.

Tyler and Meltzer were from different social backgrounds but Tyler had a recollection of the lanky hockey player and timid snob against whom he had brushed from time to time. They had been in the same year. His colleagues offered the opinion that the consul could step in if things got difficult. Meltzer had gone on to become a star lawyer in Manhattan in his twenties while Tyler lived in the city beginning his work at Cyclops, but once or twice they had glimpsed each other in bars, or rather Tyler had glimpsed Meltzer. Meltzer had become a man about town in the gay scene while Tyler had fallen into the fringes of PI mundanity. From these widely separated perspectives they were bound not to mingle, but Tyler retained from school his slight feeling of inferiority toward the boy whose father attended the yearly Alfred Smith Dinner. He knew almost nothing about him, however.

The father was a politically connected banker, his mother might have been a friend of C. Z. Guest. She was said to have appeared in photographs of the Black and White Ball when very young. But the parents remained opaque. Nor was David ever in focus at such a distance, he was not quite real, just as the Knights were not quite real. They emanated from the same aquarium, brilliant little fighting fish who could only be observed from the other side of the glass.

Tyler admitted to Knight during their walk in the snow that he had no idea which parental connections Meltzer had pulled, but it was certainly also the result of Meltzer’s talent for social climbing. “Get to know him again then,” Knight said. Around the status-seeking and suave consul there was sure to be a rich compost of intrigues and subterranean stories out of which an enterprising investigator could make something that might well relate to a wealthy woman who could not be indefinitely invisible. But even if the consul spurned him, Knight was sure Tyler could come up with something solid eventually. He just had to float about the city’s party scene.

“The consul will probably welcome you with open arms and take you into his circle. Old Grotonians stick together. It’s preposterous but I like it.”

Thus Tyler moved to Istanbul, knowing no one and gladly giving up a bolt-hole in the West Village. He found a house waiting for him on a side street on the crest of the Etiler hill and he set about researching his quarry. For a while she eluded him.



WHEN KNIGHT INFORMED him that Chana had made a charge on her card at the Halicarnassus, he flew down to Bodrum and found a room at the same hotel. Yet to his surprise she didn’t appear, nor was there any sign of her in the hotel registry. Naturally she was using a false name. There were American girls there traveling alone but none of them matched her description. No forests under the axe, no anxious loners seeming to bide their time. It didn’t matter as much as it should have done because he was getting paid and he had begun to enjoy the dolce far niente of a Turkish summer. It did not escape his sense of irony that if Chana Knight had disappeared, then so had he. Her disappearance had set in motion his own.

He wondered about this obviously dysfunctional family. The old man was a boor and a vindictive tyrant to the people who worked for him. Little wonder his errant daughter had disappeared—probably to save her own sanity.

He took an electric bike every day after coffee and trawled through the cafés of Gündoğan or Türkbükü hoping to spot Ms. Knight. He never saw her, but he didn’t care. The summer heat had arrived and the Istanbulites had arrived with it, the fat men with yachts and the women with personal hairdressers. The blue days had returned after a long winter and the roadside lemons could be smelled. He was bound to reflect, eating ice creams and îles flottantes on another man’s dime, that there are worse ways to spend the hot months. He realized that it didn’t matter whether he found her or not. He had his reprieve from mounting bills and debts at home. Nor was it even a realistic mission. He would probably never find the errant daughter among the tourist masses gathered like thirsty animals at the Mediterranean’s edge. With a light heart, then, he had packed a small bag with binoculars, bandannas and the collected poems of Nâzım Hikmet.





TWO

When he walked down from the Cape Bodrum café in the searing afternoons, he came in view of headlands with rows of white houses and umbrella pines enduring the heat within pools of immortal shade. As if insulting this serenity, Americans on bikes came puffing uphill in swimsuits and espadrilles, and belonging to the same species, and knowing each other on sight, they and Tyler traded weary salutes. As he labored afterward toward the Karya Sitesi, he saw them coasting downhill in the opposite direction, but as usual there was no Chana.

He sat on the terrace of the Olabella watching the yachts. Later in the day he rode up to Ruby Mare on the other side and ate an early dinner with his binoculars at hand, staying there until dusk drinking raki with sardines. The wind cooled and the little islands faded. Naturally he wanted to waste time. He came to realize finally, in those days, that he never wanted to go back to America. He was happy there and could easily stay indefinitely. The waiters now recognized him and anticipated the order for his favorite Yeni Rakı brand. They called him effendi as a joke. They saw that he was reading the national poet and their respect stiffened a little. In this way, the days passed human-watching and aimless typing, followed by more idleness and yet more aimless typing. He was preparing himself to pretend to be a would-be writer. And yet he had the feeling that it was not idleness. His mind was weaving new patterns while he slept with Hikmet’s words. The great communist poet who had lived the last part of his life in Stalin’s Moscow and its surrounding countryside. Thus, existing day by day in a landscape of olive trees and blinding Aegean heat, he was filled nevertheless with images of snow-covered pine forests and frozen lakes. Exile and utopia. He kept thinking about Chana Knight, trying to fit together impossible pieces. The pattern would emerge eventually, he was sure. The girl would materialize one afternoon out of the sunlight, deranged, wholesome and wonderfully implausible all at once. Nights were spent drinking in his room and waiting for daylight. He knew the bars by the waterfronts but he used them sparingly. He was turning like water down a plug, the drain beckoning but not quite reached. Effendi indeed, but still a quietly desperate nowhere man underneath his tan.



THE HALICARNASSUS WAS a boutique place for people who thought nothing about sinking €600 a night on a room. Its paths were lined with cacti, beach towels were always on hand and the tinkle of ice cubes rang through the quiet. He wondered if this enclave might be the kind of place where people like Chana would spend time. On the few occasions when he wandered down to the hotel restaurant he sat alone with a plate of French fries and his Yeni Rakı. But even though the place was packed with her generation, he hadn’t seen Chana. He had to assume that if she was still at the Halicarnassus, she didn’t like crowds. That, or she had already left for somewhere better.

On the fifteenth morning, however, he saw through the Celestron a girl standing by herself at the edge of the deck and gazing at the rocks below as if hesitating before jumping in. These rocks were tinged with red algae as though something had just been killed in the water. She was still in a terry bathrobe and there was a tray with coffee and croissants on a stool next to her deck chair. She slipped off her robe and laid her sunglasses next to the croissants. She flexed her back with her hands joined above her head, greeting the sun, and then dove elegantly into the blue. Her head surfaced ten meters from the deck. She shook out the salt water and began to bob outward toward a buoy which kept the yachts at a safe distance.

He watched her swim parallel to the line of hotel parasols, then return to her starting point. As she hauled herself out of the water, a boy of the same age, mid-twenties by the look of it, came up also swathed in a similar robe and sat down in the chair next to her coffeepot. He leaned over and began to eat one of her croissants. Tyler had a better look at her face this time and the hair cut short to the head was not the dark bob cut of the photograph which her father had given him. He laid aside the glasses for a moment and went to the wall where this picture was glued.

The girl on the deck had blonde highlights, but hair is the easiest thing to alter. There was an imprecise similarity all the same. Her social media pages had been closed and erased long before he became involved so he could not refer back to the usual scores of images online. Even Google dredged up very little for her. He went back to the window and watched the couple who were now pouring each other coffee. It seemed an opportune moment to see them at closer quarters for himself. He put on his espadrilles and a straw hat and went down to the deck in his swimming trunks and a lavender linen shirt.



HE CLAIMED A deck chair three away from theirs, set down his New York Times, and when the boy glanced over at him, he gave him a polite nod, which the boy returned. Tyler stripped off his shirt and went to the edge of the deck, conscious of being less toned than the people watching him. The girl took him in, her eyes narrowing briefly. He wondered for a moment if she might recognize him, someone seen at an opening somewhere, on the street, at a bar. As he was treading water and looking at the yachts nearby, the boy called over to him. “Pretty cold, isn’t it?”

When Tyler turned, the boy was standing at the ladder ready to climb down and the girl had put on a brimmed hat and shades. She told the boy to dive rather than step and in return he went into a drawl.

“Oh, I hate diving.”

Tyler called back to him that the water wasn’t that cold.

In he dove, headfirst, and there was a peal of laughter from somewhere, from her or from the waiters who were watching them nearby. He surfaced ten feet from Tyler and was wearing goggles.

“There’s jellyfish everywhere,” Tyler said. “Perhaps we shouldn’t stay in too long.” The boy called over to his friend. He says there are jellyfish everywhere.

“Bullshit, Adam. Grow up.”

Adam rotated in the water and grinned at Tyler.

“Aylin says I should grow up.”

Tyler lifted a hand out of the surface and threw it his way.

“Tyler.”

They shook and Adam lifted up his goggles. The eyes were pale gray and they went happily with the swarm of freckles over his face. Tyler had never seen the appeal of darker blonds but he could have called him a good-looking boy. His body was the result of college sports taken half seriously for a number of years. Being young he took no notice of Tyler’s. They swam back to the steps and hauled themselves onto the deck. As they did so Adam looked behind and clucked.

“Damn, there are jellyfish. One of the waiters told me about them.”

“So it’s not bullshit after all,” Tyler said to the girl.

She had taken off the shades and was looking at him as Adam loped back to the deck chair dripping water.

“I didn’t mean the jellyfish didn’t exist,” she said. “I meant Adam should stop being such a baby.”

The boy had thrown himself onto the deck chair and turned back to Tyler with another smile. He liked to smile quite a bit. He also seemed to be thinking something over and this turned out to be a gesture of fellow-American goodwill. Why not come over to their table for coffee and croissants?

“They didn’t bring me any,” Tyler said. “So I don’t mind if I do.”

“I’m sure our queen here won’t mind.”

Tyler took the chair next to Adam and they raised their hands for the staff to come and take the extra order. Adam handed him half a croissant.

“Eat this if you’re starving.”

Tyler took it with a nod and in a moment he was able to take a mental snapshot of Aylin. She was Chana’s age, she seemed to be American and Turkish at the same time (a few words of fluent Turkish to the waiters) and she was at the Halicarnassus. He couldn’t match her to the picture on the wall but he thought the cheekbones were similar. Her eyes were green, though, so that didn’t match what Knight had told him. Was she wearing colored lenses? They were green but not as naturally as you might expect. But this hint of subtle artificiality was not out of place with the whole person. Something inside him moved as if in tandem with her, as if his internal organs had sidestepped in a slow dance of their own and made his brain giddy. She was more than he had expected. Not the furtive and passive radical poseur he had foreseen but something sculpturally refined, a mind like a small rock posed upon a bigger one, perfectly poised and balanced, looking down upon human events and not up at them. Her whole body was tanned from a summer passed near water and mountains. The cropped hair was not blonde as he had first thought but salt and sun had turned it. Like the colored eyes it was a disguise but admittedly a beautiful one.

“Are you traveling?” she said to him. “Somehow you look like you’re traveling. I suppose we all are.”

“No, I’m just down from Istanbul. I’m staying there for a few months.”

“So you’re a long termer?”

“You could say—”

“Us too.” She exchanged a look with Adam and they smiled at each other. “Are you really a Tyler?”

“I am. You’re going to say it’s a pretty fusty name.”

“I wouldn’t say that. Anyway, fusty or not you’re stuck with it.”

“So I am.”

They bantered for a while, feelers performing their tasks, the younger eyes probing him with their veiled merriment and slight superiority. What was he and why was he? Above all, why was he there alone at the Halicarnassus? Yet they revealed little about themselves; that precious information needed to wait for a later time. They did let slip, however, that they had just been with friends at an international summer rave in Cappadocia called Echoes from Agartha. It was held every year in July and there was a $3,000 entrance fee. Agartha, explained Adam, was a mystical place inside the earth’s crust.

“It’s a legend, I mean.”

“Thank God for that.”

But Adam didn’t laugh.

“But you can half believe it if you want. It helps.”

The ravines of Cappadocia. Where the sun had burned them to such a handsome degree and where presumably they had been unreachable for many days. Four of them had gone and four of them were now at the Halicarnassus. The other two were asleep in their rooms. The Agartha dancing had worn them out and several liters of wine the previous night had not helped.

“Did you dance a lot?”

“We danced all night every night,” Aylin said. “It was magnificent. The best DJ was Bulgarian. Orloff the Barbarian. We danced until we didn’t know we were dancing. The whole thing is Sufi. We even had Dervish Nights.”

“Dervish Nights were cool,” Adam said. “They even gave us those tall dervish hats to dance in. You know what they mean? They represent the tombstones of the ego.”

“Did the Bulgarian DJ wear one too?”

But again Adam didn’t laugh.

“It made me forget my own ego as I was dancing. That’s all I can say. Man, that was dope.”

The coffee came and Tyler started drinking it too quickly, wondering to himself what he should tell them about his own life story—the invented one. That he was a writer working on a project. A man fleeing the distractions and noise of New York, like everyone else.

They became more interested. At forty he was a bit old to be hanging with them but exceptions could be made.

“That’s interesting,” the girl said, but turned her eyes away from him. “I’m from there too but I’ve never liked it. Let’s face it, it’s a terrible country. No one normal can live there. I can’t anyway.”

“So you left for good?”

“Depends what you mean by for good. I’ll go back at some point to see friends. My American family I’d be happy never to see again.”

“But they must be curious about where you are and if you’re OK.”

“Are you kidding? When your family are monsters you stop asking yourself whether they’re curious about you. They aren’t curious about anything. They have their little world and they love it. When a person leaves that little world, they cease to exist for them.”

In this way, she suggested, she had ceased to exist for her family and they in turn had ceased to exist for her.

“I can see that,” Tyler said.

His own father managed a garage in a small town in Maine on Cobbosseecontee Lake. Pilgrim Lodge, a place between nowhere and nowhere. They lived on Neck Road near Purgatory and so he used to say to his colleagues that he was from Purgatory and it was good for a grim laugh because in a deeper sense it fit.

“What about your family?” Tyler said unexpectedly to Adam.

“Oh, you know, Connecticut middle class. Cornwall people. I don’t have much to say about them either. Dad was in real estate.”

“We’re all orphans then.”

“You could say that. I must say I feel like a bit of an orphan. I never even told Dad I was in Turkey for a while. He’d have flipped.”

“Mine too,” Aylin said.

She laid her head back for a moment and closed her eyes. Tyler had the sense that conversations wore her out quickly and that when she was bored of them, she simply withdrew behind her eyelashes. It was easy to understand, but few people were so obvious about it. Most people carried on talking politely but uselessly. Not her. The three of them fell silent while sparrows fussed about the tables and the crumbs and half-emptied glasses of orange juice. The entropy of late morning was approaching. Tyler also slumped back in his deck chair and the sun burned into his forehead and eyes. At long last he too had to close them. Inside his head there was nothing but a hot whiteness wherein nothing moved. The sweat ran down the backs of his hands. There was something exhausting in talking about a background he had invented out of thin air, and soon he realized he would have to do the same when it came to Groton, if he was called upon to mention it. He had largely forgotten the place but he couldn’t invent his schooling because wealthy people knew all about schools. It was one of the things that absorbed them in spite of themselves. And so at some point he’d have to dredge up the teenage hockey teams, the strange nightly handshakes that the school ordained for all its pupils in order to further the spirit of camaraderie. For a moment he thought of cool dark woods and Indian streams and the shadows of the Circle at the center of the college. A microcosm where he had no roots.

Eventually conversation resumed. They ordered mimosas from the bar, and taking up the slack in the long pause, Adam began to talk breezily about the art black market in Istanbul since it turned out that was his “groove”—he sold artworks to wealthy Turkish clients.

This admission revealed that he was living in the city in a more permanent kind of way and Tyler didn’t hesitate to ask him. How long had that been? A year or so. Which meant that he had set himself up in business with remarkable efficacy. This meant in turn that he had connections, money and a dose of good fortune. Well, yes, Adam said, he had all three if he was going to be completely honest. He had found a house to rent and kept all his sellable artworks there. The great thing about Istanbul was that nobody bothered you if you were a foreigner. Nobody asked any questions. You could live invisibly if you wanted to, and even if people knew you they rarely asked intrusive questions. It was a very unmodern freedom. The boy then began to crow a bit. He knew some of the billionaires who owned palaces along the Bosporus. Apparently they bought artworks from him which sometimes came from Russia unannounced through back channels. He went to their parties; he drank their $500 bottles.

Yet because he was so young, he wasn’t quite as worldly as he thought he was. He mispronounced the name Waugh (comparing some bash he’d been to at the palace of Ömer Koç with a scene from a Waugh novel). Tyler noticed also a subtle hauteur that colored the accounts of his patrons, a tone implying perhaps that they didn’t know quite as much about art as he did, which seemed unlikely. There was a definite contempt in his manner that Tyler couldn’t quite put his finger on. The background money, he thought, since money like familiarity nearly always breeds a distinctive dislike for those on a lower or a higher rung of the ladder.

At the same time Adam was not ignorant. Soon after leaving UCLA he had landed a job at Christie’s in San Francisco. There he had earned some expertise selling early twentieth-century Russian art and he had carried that with him to his adopted city. He thought he knew more than his buyers and that was all that he needed.

After a half hour of this Tyler got up and said he should really get back to work. Aylin then said, as if she’d been thinking about it for some time, “Why don’t you come down here for dinner tonight? Since we’re friends and all now.” Tyler said that was a fine idea and they agreed on 8 p.m., table for five. The two absentees would join.

On the way to the room he was struck by a barely conscious conviction that Aylin was Chana. Her assumed name was just a touch too theatrical. It was a name from an older generation. She had flung it over herself like a carelessly chosen cocktail dress. Though he was no expert in the matter of Turkish names, and it didn’t matter to him one way or the other since all he had to do now was play along for a while and not make a mistake. They had no idea who he was or why he was there.

In his room he closed the shutters and opened the notebook in which he had written all his suspicions and ideas. He sat at the desk and scribbled simply, Eureka (maybe). Next to this he added, Boyfriend (maybe?) Seems too young in his head. There was nothing much to add for the moment and so he lay on the bed and thought it over. If it was indeed the Knight daughter, she was very sangfroid about it, and it might not have occurred to her that anyone was tailing her at her father’s behest. Her calculation might have been that she wasn’t famous and that no one would recognize her thousands of miles from home. All she’d had to do was change her name and the color of her eyes. It was enough to slip into incognito mode in Turkey.



IN THE EVENING he dressed up in a cabana shirt and called Knight père an hour before going down to dinner. Knight was in a good mood, eating Kumamotos with his new wife in the shade of the Montauk lighthouse. He didn’t need hopeful news. Tyler told him he was still striking out, though he was affably sly about it. Knight took it in his stride and yet Tyler could sense that he was probably scribbling notes on the edge of a starched napkin lying by his plate. Very likely Turkey. Right path.

“I calculated today what I’m spending on you, Tyler. I don’t mind per se because it’s all in a good cause. But by now you must have decided whether Chana is there or not.”

“I was just thinking today that I should probably move on.”

“You mean there’s really no sign of her?”

Tyler slid easily into the lie. He didn’t want to change his relationship to Knight, not just yet. He told himself that he needed to be certain, for Knight’s sake.

“None, I’m afraid. Not even a lead. Should I give it a few more days, then?”

“I suppose so. Still, I can’t help feeling that although she is most likely in Turkey, it’s also possible that she might have moved on. You don’t think she could have gone to Syria, do you?”

“Syria?”

“Her stepmother thought it was a possibility.”

“For political reasons?”

“I know it’s ridiculous. The thing is, she didn’t steal anything. She hasn’t done anything wrong if we discount the follies of her teenage years. We think she’s just had a mental breakdown.”

“Would someone undergoing a mental breakdown go to Syria, Mr. Knight?”

“Seems like it would be the perfect destination to me.”

“OK.”

“But on second thought I think you’re right. It’s unlikely. I think she’s probably gone somewhere with nice hotels. She’s drying out.”

“From?”

“Her own hatred of everything.”

“Does she hate everything, Mr. Knight?”

A sigh. “Sometimes, Tyler, I must admit that I think it’s just me she hates.”

The woman Tyler had met didn’t seem like someone who hated everything. When he came down to the restaurant a short while later he thought this over, wondering whether Knight really had read his daughter correctly. He knew her better than Tyler did, obviously. But some fathers have a long-established habit of misreading their daughters. Moreover Tyler was pretty sure she hadn’t gone to Syria. She was right there at the Halicarnassus and she was worth getting to know for reasons that had nothing to do with James Arthur Knight Jr.

He found the table they had reserved right at the edge of the main deck and saw immediately that they were now three, since another girl had joined them. Curiously, they were making sign language gestures to each other, like deaf people. It must have been some insider joke. He politely said nothing about it, however, and the newcomer, pale and nervous-looking in a cotton print dress with shoulder straps, held out her hand for him to take. It was Diana, a friend of Aylin’s who had just, as Adam put it, woken up. The fourth friend was apparently still dozing in his room.

Aylin explained that she had persuaded Diana to come with them to the Halicarnassus. She’d wanted to go somewhere more funky and basic but had finally succumbed to the idea that a dash of luxury would do her good after the all-night Agartha dancing. Tyler took the free seat and Diana watched him with a coolness, as he thought, until the wine got flowing. Her eyes and hands seemed to stay still even when her head moved, like an ingenious toy. She was “a student,” that most vague of things. Her angular face was sweating in the Mediterranean heat, though she had presumably been in that heat for weeks by then. He made the best of it, engaging her in some small talk about her flight down. Aylin then introduced him as a writer, but Diana just said “Oh?” and let it go.

“I ordered some lamb,” Adam said to Tyler. “That bueno with you?”

He was now in a royal-blue linen chore jacket with a white T-shirt underneath. It’s strange, Tyler thought, how you don’t envy someone’s youth unless they are better-looking than you.

“What did you do with the afternoon?” Tyler asked him.

Adam shrugged. “Not much. Aylin and I played Scrabble. She won.”

Tyler turned to Aylin. Now he could see her in a different light, up close, with four candles lighting her. The tip of her nose was burned slightly red. She said she’d gone on a long walk around the bay. He thought, Certainly it’s her.

“Did you walk down to the mosque?” he said.

“I took a taxi from there to the Kundu Halk Beach and had a little swim. There was no one there. Have you been?”

He shook his head.

“Then I went to wake up Diana with four liters of coffee.”

Tyler had to tear himself away from Aylin to turn back to the student.

“Are you staying a few days, Diana?”

“I’m not sure yet. Aylin says I should. I wanted to go to Göbekli Tepe and sit with the ancient stones. But everyone says it’s too hot out east now.”

“You’re better off by the sea,” Aylin said quickly. “You can do Göbekli Tepe in the winter.” She added that Diana was having a hard time being a student in Istanbul. It wasn’t easy for an American to make friends, and she was not exactly an extrovert.

“It’s best not to make too many friends anyway,” Tyler said. “You go to Istanbul to get away from your friends. No one can find you there.”

“Is that your policy?” Adam smiled.

“It is. It’s worked very well so far. I’m loving the total absence of my friends.”

“See what he says, Diana?” Adam reached over and poured her a glass of the red Karnas. “You should stop missing your friends. You have us now anyway.”

“I didn’t say I missed my friends exactly.”

“There’s nothing wrong with missing your friends,” she said to Diana. “But you have to take it in your stride.”

“I know that.”

Tyler said, “It’s a good city to be alone in. Think of it like that.”

“I’ve started to learn Turkish,” Diana said, “but I keep giving up. I feel like I’m never going to have a real conversation in Turkish. If I meet someone, I feel like we always just switch to English.”

Adam added that of course none of this was a problem for Aylin, with her maternal Turkish.

“Your mother?” Tyler said.

“They’re an old Istanbul family,” Adam explained. “She can even use their houses.”

“Not at all,” she retorted. “They cut my mother off and they only talk to me when they have to.”

“Is your mother there now?” Tyler said.

“She died in 2002. I barely knew her.”

And now it was Chana speaking. She added that her mother was buried in Istanbul, in a family plot.

Tyler felt now that it was going to be a smooth evening and that even Diana would eventually shed her uptightness. It didn’t take too long. The heavy wine helped and within half an hour—as mücver and stuffed eggplants arrived and the wine began to deplete—she seemed to become interested in him. How old was he, fortysomething? It was old but not catastrophically old. It was better than fiftysomething.

“You never told us where you went to school,” Adam said. “You’re not playing mysterious, are you?”

“Groton. I was on scholarship.”

“You don’t have to grill him,” Aylin said. “Tyler, we’re not examining you. We don’t care if you come from a family of gunrunners.”

“Groton was fine for me. It wasn’t pretentious at all.”

“It gives you connections,” Adam said. “You seem to have made out pretty good. You get paid to live in Istanbul and write for—is it the movies? Your dad must be proud of you.”

“Not movies, no. My own stuff.”

This was vague enough to seem gentlemanly. You could even use it to describe writing a diary at leisure. But the other three didn’t press; Tyler was allowed his vagueness.

“Do you still keep in touch with anyone from Groton?” Diana asked. “I aways wonder if people keep their school friends.”

“Not really. It’s a long time ago.”

They were now drinking heavily and Tyler’s head was going light. Something in him was growing impulsive, as if a part of his pretense needed to be shed in public. He wanted to reveal, to relax into a bit of truthfulness for a change. What about David Meltzer then?

“Funnily enough, there’s one guy I knew there. He’s now the US consul here in Turkey.”

“You know the consul?”

Adam’s eyes lit up and he uttered a coarse laugh.

“Well, know is a big word. We were in the same year.”

“But you haven’t been in touch since then?”

“I’d see him around in New York. You know how it is.”

“Yes, I know how you see old school buddies across the room and you’ve both become unrecognizable. That’s one reason for getting out of the country for a while.”

“Still,” Aylin said slowly, “it must be odd knowing you’re both in the same city now. Would he recognize you across a dark room?”

“Not a chance. I wouldn’t recognize him either.”

“If you saw him, though, wouldn’t you go up to him if you did recognize him?”

“Sure I would, why not?”

“You could probably get some favors out of him. Maybe he’d invite you to a party.”

“I wouldn’t go though.”

“I bet you would. You could invite all of us as well.”

“As a matter of fact, I’d prefer that.”

“Does that mean we’re friends now, Tyler?” Adam had lifted a glass to toast the fact.

“Tamam,” Tyler said, lifting his glass.

Aylin touched it with hers and gave a Turkish toast to friendship. “Dostluğa kadeh kadırmak.”

“You’ve got to assume,” Adam said, “that he’s a Trump appointee. Which means he’s a right-wing ass-kisser. Or just the usual servile shell. What do you think he is?”

“The consul? I have no idea.”

“You don’t remember his views when he was at school?”

“We all have more or less absurd opinions when at school. Didn’t you?”

The three exchanged glances and Tyler thought, They knew each other back then?

“Granted,” Diana said. “But was he a right-wing type even then?”

“I don’t know that he’s a right-wing type now. Maybe he’s just a careerist. Most of them are.”

“I wonder what he is,” Aylin said quietly. “He has to have been appointed for a reason. He has to be in alignment with the regime.”

“My point,” Adam said.

Tyler smiled it all away.

“I don’t remember him quoting Mein Kampf if that’s what you mean. I don’t remember anything about him for that matter. Just another Manhattan heir with a taste for hockey.”

“Either way,” Aylin said, “he was appointed by the right so that’s where he stands now. He represents them. He represents them and he’s happy to represent them.”

“That he must be,” Tyler conceded.

The waiters in the wings now looked at them with the expressions of idle lion tamers, as the toast spread to all four of them and their voices rose. The foreign beasts were becoming unruly.

Aylin turned to these coolly observant boys and ordered two more bottles of Karnas. With them came the lamb, a saç dish sprinkled with slivers of red pepper. Tyler found that he was getting hungrier. To his mind it must have been the effect of the plunging temperature of the night and a moon rising in gentle slow motion over the opposite headland. The pines around them hissed and vibrated as the breeze sifted through them. Their fallen cones lay all round them on the patches of earth between the tables, unattended by the lion tamers. Needles fell into his hair and he let them be. From the yachts in the bay came a faint sound of strained rigging and nautical bells; as he ate the lamb and gulped down the heavy Karnas, the merry forward motion of time seemed to slow inside his own head. It was what the old Puritans of his native land once called an “episode of enchantment.” Though what they had meant by that phrase was the sudden and seductive appearance of evil into a normal-seeming world.

The phrase had sprung out of nowhere into his mind. Enchantment. Was it because Aylin was speaking to them and they had fallen silent as if in a spell? Her low voice held Diana and Adam suspended. Their eyes didn’t blink, their mouths were slightly open. What would a religion be like if it only contained four people? In a moment Tyler understood the nature of their relationship to each other. The half-Turkish girl was their orchestrator, their magnetic center, and he sensed for the first time that they were there because of her. Confirming this, she was speaking about how the four of them had escaped together what she called the infernal machinery of American boredom. She had persuaded them to come to her maternal native land to find themselves again, to evade the bugmen and the mediocrities of a decaying society where nothing of any interest ever happened. Where everything had become paralysis and sloth.

Birth to death without any real events, millions of mediocrities incapable of action.

“I was reading the news yesterday,” she said, “and there was something about a protest in San Francisco against budget cuts. And I thought, What is more useless than that? What’s more useless than outrage and going on marches? It changes nothing. It’s pap for boomer TV. If you were a real threat to them, they’d shoot you in a heartbeat. You can’t use outrage for anything—it’s a useless emotion. Perfect for middle-class cucks and sideliners.”

The others nodded. Aylin talked on calmly, the coolness of tone entirely unmatched to the vehemence of her language. She had momentarily forgotten that Tyler was there and when she did remember it, the little speech came to an end and she turned to him apologetically.

“I shouldn’t have bored you, Tyler. I’m sorry. We’re like a book club. For us, it’s our own opinions.”

“It’s quite all right.”

Now Tyler understood that they were old friends living an opted-out alternative existence far off the American radar—but with enough private money to make it interesting to themselves. Did they intend to live “magnificently” here, lawlessly, without any bugman rules? He had to admit that it was an original idea. Young leftist free agents—or so it seemed—dressed in expensive clothes and hidden among their own class as they sat in waiting in a foreign country. But for what were they waiting?

They must have discussed some great plan that they would never reveal. Obviously, though, they hadn’t yet enacted it. Curious, opaque. It was therefore something firmly in their future. But in a moment anyway the mood changed.

The three friends began to chuckle among themselves and Diana reached over to fill Tyler’s empty glass. The whites of her eyes were startling, set as they were against her deep tan. She gave off a scent of tea tree oil, which she had perhaps rubbed into her arms, and she leaned in to him a little as if wanting to elicit a physical reaction from him. Almost a quick flirtation. She showed him clips on her phone from the Cappadocia rave, global golden youth dancing on drugs on ledges and caves, their hair in colored dreadlocks, their arms covered with temporary tantric tattoos. There was Diana herself with pink pigtails and Lolita glasses, a DJ in a shimmering cape and naked boys waving away wasps. “Four days,” she said, “and I don’t remember any of them.” They agreed that those had been days and nights that could not be bettered, and it was a drag they had to wait another year for the next one.

By now a tray of four glasses with a bottle of raki had appeared, served with glasses of red turnip juice. There were also some kataifi, shredded phyllo desserts made with nuts and honey syrup. They made a second toast, to Agartha inside the earth, and the shots went back all together followed by the turnip juice. “Fuck that hurts,” Adam burst out. He turned to the waiter. “Four more, can we?” He held up four fingers and the waiter turned back to the bar.



AFTER THE SECOND round Tyler felt himself going under and said he should probably call it a night. Surprisingly it was Diana who called him a killjoy. “Come on,” she said, “one more round.” But he already knew that going flat out would not be to his advantage. He got up unsteadily and saluted.

“You’ll miss us dancing on the table in our underwear,” Adam said, returning the salute.

“It doesn’t matter. We do it every night,” Diana said.

He climbed back up through the terraces of olives where the toadstool lamps flickered and at the topmost one, where the rooms and suites began, there was a cool blue-and-white courtyard with a single olive tree at its center. He sat on the stone ledge to get his breath back and watched them, lit up by flickering candles. From that distance the jigsaw puzzle of the hotel’s interlocked terraces was silent and organized and all he could hear apart from waves on rocks was the cicada he heard every night. It was somewhere in that twisted olive tree.





THREE

At seven he was back at his windows with his orta kahve as he surveyed the swimming deck. Adam was stripped down to a pair of white linen shorts and he was speaking with some excitement (as far as Tyler could judge) on his phone. The girls had not yet appeared. Tyler had begun to wonder, of course, who Adam was exactly. He didn’t know his surname but he knew his hometown. The Amorphous American.

Did he believe, for one thing, Adam’s account of his budding career as an art dealer in Istanbul? It was a remarkable niche for a young American to be able to fill. Tyler couldn’t quite see it. It could be half true, though, or three-quarters true. Precocious operators exist.

In some cities they thrive under the radar. Tyler had already noticed Istanbul was good for such things. It was a convenient city in which to be young, attractive, semi-legal and an operator. But that didn’t feel quite like the whole picture. He watched Adam put on his ridiculous goggles and throw himself into the water. It was going to be another day of blinding sun and burning wind and he was already looking forward to it. Adam swam out to a buoy, and then returned with long, crawling strokes. Then he sunbathed, still alone. A waiter appeared with an 8 a.m. glass of orange juice.

Tyler put on his shorts and a striped fisherman’s shirt and made his way down to the hotel lobby. It was empty and the receptionist was happy to take his requests. He said he was trying to call Aylin and Adam. She knew who they were, presumably. Might she know their room number? They’d only met the night before and he wanted to invite them somewhere.

She said, “Normally we don’t give out details of guests. May I ask who you are and I can call them?”

“You can say I’m Tyler the writer.”

The receptionist called one room and then another. So they were not lodged in the same unit.

“I see,” he said, pretending not to notice. “Well, do you know if Miss Aylin is awake yet? I wouldn’t want to wake her up or disturb her.”

“She went out on a bike already.”

He said that he was going to invite her for a ride. What a drag. Did the receptionist know where she might have been going?

There was a moment’s awkward indecision before the receptionist seemed to decide that the foreigners were all together in some way and that this information would not be in any way significant.

“She said she was going to Pedasa. You can catch up with her.”

The girl pulled out a tourist map and showed him the place. It was a Greek ruin just by the village of Torba a few miles away.

“But it’s up in the hills. You’ll have to be fit.”

He walked out and found his e-bike in the empty parking lot, taking the tourist map with him. It was a straight road to Torba and the turnoff to Pedasa, rough as it was, would be marked. On the electric bike he calculated that he could probably catch up with her easily, but in the end he never even caught sight of her on the main road. All day he searched for her with his Celestron among the ruins of Pedasa, but only on the way back down did he finally spot her pedaling ahead of him on her way to a resort complex called Mesa built against the sea. Here she got off the bike and walked down to a small beach and jetty. A launch was there, with a group of people, music from it wafting back to the resort. The engines were already revving as she joined them. A totally different group, then. He took out the binoculars and saw about eight people dancing in a shuffling way on the deck. Eventually the launch set off and she was gone. Returning to the hotel in the early evening, he took a cold shower and went down to the restaurant in summer whites hoping to stumble upon the quartet.

But only Adam was there playing chess with the fourth friend, whom he hadn’t seen before, a Mediterranean-looking guy in a cable cricket cardigan which was surely too hot for him. They both looked up and Tyler could tell that Adam had mentioned him extensively to his chess opponent. He was Marco Ricci, an Italian comrade, an oversize Cupid with sleek bronze highlights in his hair, which fell in curls across his eyebrows.

Marco was overweight, slightly disheveled, and he had a slight stutter. His eyes were off-key and this effect was accentuated by the way his curls fell into them. He appeared put out by Tyler joining them but Adam seemed genuinely pleased to see him. He offered a chair and they abandoned the chess game, which Tyler could see had progressed slightly in Ricci’s favor.

“This is a writer from out east somewhere, I forget where. Marco, please meet Tyler Sedgewick. Tyler left early last night so he didn’t get inebriated with us.”

“Purgatory,” Tyler said. “Maine. I can’t dance on tables anymore. Especially in my underwear.”

“Diana was carried to her room by a very willing waiter. I haven’t seen or heard from her since.”

“Maybe she’s in love,” Marco said half seriously. And as he did so, he scoped the writer quietly, not missing a thing.

“Let’s not be unkind about Diana. She’s going through a hard time. What about you, Tyler? Did you spend the day studying Herodotus and smoking a pipe?”

“I went to Torba and fell asleep in the sun.”

“Good man. I only mention Herodotus, Marco, because he was born about a mile from here. Did you know that? Of course you didn’t.”

“What if I didn’t?” Then, drawing out his words so that they had floppy English decadence to them, Marco sank back a bit and added, “I have no idea to whom you are referring, sir.”

“What about Aylin?” Tyler said.

“I didn’t see her. She said she was going into town to buy some of those Greek-style sandals. I wonder if she did.”

“I didn’t see her either.”

“I didn’t make any plans with them so why don’t we just eat.”

“I’m not really hungry,” Tyler said. “But I’d love some wine.”

Shortly the violet hour arrived with the gulls afloat on a dark sea and the adhan echoing from the village nearby. The waiters brought narghile water pipes, the charcoal glowing in the apple-flavored tobacco. The smoke rolled over the table and swirled away on the wind and Marco for some reason popped a cube of sugar into his red wine. He asked Tyler where he lived in Istanbul. Etiler, really? Tyler wondered if he genuinely wanted to know or whether he was just making small talk. Tyler said, “I got a place right on top of the hill next to Akmerkez. It’s a little house with a view—I can see all the way down to Arnavutköy.”

Adam then elaborated on the old house he had found for himself. It was in the Tophane neighborhood on a street called Karabaşdere. At the very end of the street, private, quiet, anonymous.

“There’s no such thing as an ideal place,” he said. “And everyone’s different. Obviously. But it suits me. I’m a loner and I like loner places.”

Tophane, Tyler thought. Touristy, but not in every nook and cranny. It had its backstreet labyrinths. There was a bar he liked to go there, a place that stayed open late, but he couldn’t recall the name. A hairy Greek ran it.

“One more thing,” Adam continued. “There’s the Ali Paşa hammam. That’s my place. My sweet spot. I could spend half my life in there. Eating those chilled oranges. You know it?”

“Vaguely.”

“You should make it a habit. Twice a week. Suds and oranges. We don’t have that back in the States. We have Russian baths.” He pulled a disgusted face. “Old Slavs beating each other with birch branches. Not a fountain in sight. I must say the boys are very pretty and you really get it when you spend every afternoon in the Ali Paşa. But I guess you’re not into that.”

Tyler shrugged and said, “I’ll give it a try.”

A beat and their eyes moved among themselves.

“You writing a novel then?” Marco asked Tyler. The bangs rested on Marco’s eyebrows and he looked for a moment like a restless girl.

“I’m plowing away. One plows away.”

“Someone has to. We’re all grateful. Aren’t we, Adam? But is the plowed field fertile?”

“It’s a long way—”

Adam rolled his eyes and the corners of his mouth turned up. Changing the subject, Tyler asked Marco what he did for a living—a question that seemed to catch the Italian off guard like a stray tennis ball lobbed over a hedge by an unknown player. He fumbled his words.

“You know, I’ve been living in London doing some finance stuff. This and that. Circling.”

They were eating from baskets of French fries and plates of olives when Tyler saw Aylin making her way from the main body of the hotel. Simple white dress, wet hair and her face lightly sunburned. Her eyes were cast down, as if cut off for a few moments from banal human traffic. Something purely internal held her in its grip.

“The princess returns,” Adam said. Tyler was the only one who got up to greet her, saying as he did that he liked her sunburn. She replied that she had been walking up in the hills all day and had forgotten her Ambre Solaire. She sat and the other two salaamed to her with motions of hands to the foreheads. She said she had been out shopping for sandals, but hadn’t bought any. So that, Tyler thought, was untrue. Then Diana appeared, rubbing her eyes after her nap. She looked like someone coming out of a deep and unpleasant dream.



DOWN ON THE deck a DJ had set up his gear and the music began. In the shadows and the glow of lamps people had begun to dance, the women throwing their hair about. Strapless bacchic celebrants for an hour. Tyler was taking mental notes and he began to think that gradually Aylin was letting down her guard. She had lied about how she had spent her day, but she could have had her reasons. She might have wanted to conceal her boat trip from Adam. He could not figure out if they were sexually involved or not. Adam’s arm had come around her shoulders and they drew closer. A tangible electricity was there, a closeness of minds, but such closeness is not always sexual. She had caught Tyler noticing this, however, and as a response to it she asked him if he wanted to dance.

“Me? I have clubfeet.”

“I don’t mind. Who would I complain to?”

They went to the dance floor and there was a slow clap from the others. They entered a darker space and he put an arm around her waist and they began to turn to a slow beat, her own arm around his neck. Yet she kept a small distance between them at the hips, a spatial reserve. But as the minutes passed this reserve lessened. Their faces came closer and she noticed the beads of sweat on his cheeks. The smell of her skin aroused him and he forgot all the reasons he was there; yet her hand now placed in the small of his back seemed to pull him—simply through physical closeness—into questions that she wanted to ask him. As if she wanted to say “Who are you really? And why are you really here? Everyone knows you’re a fake but I like you.”

Narghile pipes arrived again at the table after they had finished dancing and this time the flavor was watermelon. They puffed away at them and there arose a gentle pitter-patter banter about the world’s rave events, the food scene in Istanbul and the books they were reading. Adam asked Tyler what his current reading shelf was, to which Tyler’s answer was “I’m a terrible reader. I mean I’m slow. I only brought one book with me on vacation. I thought it would give me insights into the country. But as it turned out—”

Tyler went back to his room to get his copy of the book and when he returned he handed it to Adam, who turned it over for a moment without any sign of recognition. Their faces were blank: They didn’t know the Turkish national poet. Only Aylin knew the name. Tyler said he liked to read poetry on vacation. It was surely better than nothing. He then gave them a thirty-second résumé of the man’s life, which he had gleaned online from Wikipedia. Exile in the Soviet Union. Hikmet was a communist who had been imprisoned by the Turkish authorities in the 1930s. Adam handed the book to Aylin and she looked it over with less indifference. Opening the book at random, she read a page out loud. It was a poem called “Ninth Anniversary,” the anniversary being that of his ninth year in prison. It was written in 1946.


One night of knee-deep snow

my adventure started

pulled from the supper table

thrown into a police car



She read the whole thing in a quiet voice, like a trained actor, with perfect rhythmic control. Halfway through, Tyler could hear waves lapping against the jetties below them in the dark. He was as surprised as the others must have been that she had read it so naturally and so well. It was a long poem too and very bitter. At the end of it she uttered the last two lines with a deadpan coolness.


My impotent rage goes on eating me

and, since morning, my liver goes on aching.



She then recited a spontaneous translation of these lines into Turkish. When she put the book down on the table, they didn’t say anything for a minute or two. Tyler could tell that Hikmet had had an effect. He said, “I’m glad you liked it. I just picked up the book in Istanbul randomly.”

Aylin gave him a smile. “My mother was very fond of him. I think all her generation were. It’s strange to be reminded of him like this. Thank you.”

“I thought you might like it.”

Tyler had hardly read any of the poems, the book was merely part of his disguise. Now, however, he saw that the disguise had worked rather well. It had made Aylin warm to him for one thing, and as for the others, well, he had sung the praises of a communist poet and they had certainly liked that. Aylin went on, “I love the way he complains about even backgammon being forbidden in prison. And I was thinking, the prisons are still full, even now. But here we are drinking wine by the sea and being dicks. We are, aren’t we?”

“Being dicks? There’s no law against that,” Adam said.



EVENTUALLY TYLER RETIRED to his room for good, having drunk an extra four rakis with turnip juice, his balance unsteady and his eyesight fading. He turned on the lights, left the shutters open and wrote a few lines in his notebook. They are like Band of Outsiders. Marxists or anarchists or maybe not. Can’t tell. Left but not real left. Something new. Luigi Mangione types. Gut feeling.

Dutifully he called Knight, who was at dinner at a clubby restaurant in Amagansett. It was baffling the way he was in a different location every time Tyler called. On this occasion the magnate asked him simply if he had any news. “Some,” Tyler said. As it happened he had made some small progress. A promising lead had finally appeared. He had glimpsed someone at the hotel who could well be Chana and he could say with some confidence that her face matched the pictures of his daughter.

“Well then,” Knight cried. “I was right about Turkey. The old colon never lets me down.”

“You were right, Mr. Knight.”

“Is she alone?”

“She’s with a group of friends. I think they’re people from back home. I can’t tell much about them yet. They’re young—I don’t know, trust fund hipsters?”

“Did you talk to them?”

“Not yet. I’ll do that tomorrow.”

“I admit right now that I wouldn’t know her friends. We didn’t meet any of them that I can recall. She kept her friends to herself.”

Knight went on, “It doesn’t matter. I know you looked through the internet to find people who might know her. I told you she was at Sarah Lawrence for a year before dropping out.”

Tyler had forgotten but he played along.

“Yes, of course. But I didn’t think she kept up with any of those people from college.”

“She might move in a completely different crowd now. She picks up people on her way, you know—it’s a bewildering talent.”

“Some people,” Tyler said quietly, thinking of himself, “are rather like that.”

But Knight didn’t know who she might know in Istanbul aside from her mother’s side of the family. Probably no one. But he was sure that her family would give a place to stay if she really needed it. That was how she was able to hide inside the metropolis.

After Tyler had hung up, he went to the window. The DJ set had finished and he saw that the group was still seated around the table but that the rest of the restaurant had emptied out. Around them the waiters had frozen in position as they listened in to what sounded like an argument. Diana’s voice cut through the quiet, rising and sustaining a shrill high note. Adam slammed a hand down onto the table and a glass fell onto the stones and shattered. A waiter darted forward to clean up. He heard Adam snarl, “Fucking idiot.” Then Marco’s voice intervened, a long guttural laugh.

“Pull yourself together,” Aylin finally said calmly to Diana.

Soon Aylin was making her way alone back to the main building of the hotel. She seemed to be putting herself in full view of his window on purpose, as if she had found out where it was, walking in a way that suggested she was in no hurry to make it home. He reached for his Leica and snapped her as she dragged herself up to the building, twelve shots in rapid succession. She hadn’t seen him do this and he stepped aside to scan the pictures on the LED screen. They were clear enough for her father, he thought. He then put the camera down and composed himself, stepping back into view within the window’s frame. She spotted him at once. When they made eye contact there was a spontaneous mutual smile. He thought about that communal house which had gone up in flames. It gave him a slight advantage over her because she would never guess that he could know such a thing. He called to her.

“You’re dawdling. The evening ended too early?”

She sat by the olive tree and kicked off her sandals. She did it in a way that implied she did this every evening after emotional dinners with her friends. Behind her, in the restaurant, Adam and Diana were loping off as Adam whispered down to her.

“They wanted to go into Torba and go drinking. Not for me. You can order some mint tea up in your room for us if you like.”

Tyler went to the house phone and as he ordered the tea, Aylin leaned back against the tree and stayed there for some time as if trying to recover from whatever pill the group had taken. Eventually a staff member came to ask her if she was all right, though Tyler was unable to make out what they were saying. The waiter helped her to her feet and they stumbled off, presumably to her room.

Then he sat by his window and waited, wondering to himself what these recently emerged adults were all about. They gave off a feeling of danger, engulfed by a rapture at simply being themselves. He took out the miniature A20 spy camera from his bags and set it up within the barbed stalks of a potted cactus on top of the room’s commode. He linked the camera’s software to his silenced phone, which he placed out of sight in the adjacent bathroom, inside a small chest of drawers. The A20 was capable of decent audio and he had used it many times in hotel lobbies, in bars and even in restaurants. The footage it sent to his phone was always crisp. But to be doubly sure he placed a coin-sized magnetic micro recording device under the room’s ironwork table and this too would be linked to his phone. It would run for eighteen hours.





FOUR

The waiters had finished work and gathered around a table sunk in shadows, visible by the lighted ends of their cigarettes. They laughed and threw back their heads. What did summer-job waiters laugh about? Women, their pathetic wages? Where had Marco gone? Tyler had not noticed. He drank the tea, then called down for another pot. While waiting for it, he went to the image of Chana pasted on the wall—a stupid oversight—and peeled it off. He folded it and tucked it away inside his papers. However, she didn’t show up for an hour more, and he was almost asleep when the door—which he had left unlocked—opened further and her face appeared in the gap. There was a curt “You there and conscious?”

She had showered and changed into gym sweats. Her face was now cleared of even the minimal makeup she wore in the evenings. She looked quickly around the room, in all likelihood exactly the same as hers, then slouched into the chair that was positioned opposite his on the other side of the small table under which the micro recorder had been activated by their voices. She continued looking around the room as if confirming that it was as ordinary as hers. She was probably guessing how long he’d been there. A few days or a few weeks? There was only one jacket on a hanger, two pairs of shoes, the laptop open on a second table and no books, just a stack of papers by the laptop. The usual paraphernalia of a writer working in a hotel room. He poured her tea and she sat at the bugged table, silent at first but then asking him about his life in New York, a life he had to invent as he went along. To this she listened with the attentiveness of a police interrogator. Which bars did he like, which restaurants? His fiction did not have a firm foundation but he blustered through. She agreed that Russ & Daughters was pretty good. And the counter at Theodora in Fort Greene. She too had her favorite places in a city she didn’t particularly like. She had started exploring the city at a young age because she claimed she had gone to Spence “for a while” and during that time her parents had more or less ignored her. They lived on East Sixty-Eighth Street, an address which Knight had never mentioned to Tyler. When he asked her about Istanbul, she said that she had spent three summers there with her aunts and her wealthy cousins who owned wineries in the Dardanelles. But she had been a withdrawn teenager; she had gotten into meth. In Turkey they called it amca, meaning “uncle,” and it flowed through the summertime rooftop parties where upper-class teenagers used it. Metin amca had been the relation whose company she had most enjoyed in Istanbul in those years. He never asked awkward questions, he never passed judgment. And above all he never passed on information to her father. All he did was make her happy.

“Do you have a cigarette?” she asked.

He had a pack by the bed and went to fetch it. He lit one for her and then decided to join. She blew her smoke toward the open window from where there was no breeze but from where they could see the yachts sitting toy-like in the darkness. The world had gone still. It felt like a vast indifference toward them. He looked over her hands and ankles for any telltale boutique tattoos, any moles that could be verified with Mr. Knight. A rather extraordinary possibility had already occurred to him, namely that this wasn’t Miss Knight at all and that he was wandering up the wrong path entirely. Nevertheless, it was leading to something wild and inviting. It might almost be a disappointment to find that she was in reality the person he was looking for. He’d have responsibilities in that case. As it was, he could tell himself that he didn’t know. He was just in a room with a stranger to whom he was increasingly attracted—he would say, because she was turning out to be someone very different from the person he had been expecting. As they drank and smoked and bantered, the two of them seemed to be playing a verbal tennis match with words lobbed back and forth, questions and answers traded, nothing won or lost. Evasions and lies exchanged. He brought up her college. She leaned her head back on the tall hotel chair and said something about Northampton. She was a Smith girl?

In a way, she said.

“I just passed through and flopped out. I was no good. My family threatened to have me excommunicated.”

“Speaking of your family—”

“We all have families,” she drawled. “Especially people like me. Why so curious?”

He shrugged, and having won a point, she went on.

“It’s not very interesting. What do you want to know? My father’s lot are quite distasteful. My mother’s are better, but you know Istanbullular are terrible snobs. They don’t really identify with me. They don’t see me as really Turkish.”

“Your father though—”

“He kills everything he touches. You know the type. He destroyed my mother. I have a brand-new stepmother who hates me even more than my father does. We’re rolling in cash we didn’t earn. I got tired of it and I got tired of them. It’s an old story, so old it’s no longer worth telling. I’m more interested in you having gone to school with the consul. That’s quite a connection. I was thinking I’d like to meet him too. When we go back to the city, could you arrange it? I’d enjoy it. But first you have to get to know him. Are you telling me there isn’t an Old Grotonians society in Istanbul? I thought you alumni were like the Masons. I thought you had a secret handshake.”

Aylin got up and walked over to the bed as if she had a right to it. She let herself down onto it as if the hours had finally gotten the better of her. She said, “It was a hot day, wasn’t it?” Her head flopped onto his pillow and she looked at him across the room. She was undecided. In his neck he could feel a tension of suspense emanating from the tiny camera concealed among the cactus. He wondered idly if she would take her clothes off since there was something in her body language that suggested that she might. The two tiny eyes of the camera would render it in beautiful colors. She sprawled on the hotel quilt and that too would be recorded. Although he had hoped to receive an invitation to join her, he thought that she was instead happier to be alone on the bed. She just wanted to converse. All summer there had been no one to talk to, she said. Now she had someone to talk to and there had to be conversation.

The others were not stimulating for her, they were just fun and games. Surely, he thought, that was not true. Her connection to them was obviously deep. She was flattering him. Or it was merely that she was grateful to fall in with someone older. Though grateful was not really the word. She had picked him up as you’d lift an interesting object in an antique store just to look it over and see how it was flawed or why it was attractive. In that moment the age difference didn’t matter. She said that there was something about him that she liked.

“Can I say what it is? It’s the way you seemed like you didn’t belong here. It’s how I feel too. So I guess we both feel that.”

He got up and walked over to the bed and she suggested he turn off the lights and leave the windows open. He sat next to her in the darkness on one of the rattan chairs, knowing that the A20 had excellent night vision, and after a minute she turned away from him and faced the wall. She said, “Are you going back soon, to the city?”

“I suppose I have to.”

“Why don’t you stay until next month? I could too.”

“Don’t you have plans for the rest of the summer? What about the youth brigade?”

“They’ll be all right without me. I’m not their guardian.”

He thought it over; was there any reason not to do it? He could lie to Knight and live his life anyway.

“If I stayed on,” he said, “we could go to Turkish Bay. Something like that. Would you really stay?”

But before she could answer, she had fallen asleep. He pulled the thin blanket over her and finally closed the windows. As he sat sipping the remains of the cold tea, he reached down under the table and felt the tiny bulge of the micro recorder. It hadn’t recorded anything of much use, but it had still captured her voice. Then he returned to the bed and took in the long undulation of her body wrapped in its clumsy sweats. After a while he came out of his reverie and went into the bathroom, closed the door and fished out his phone from the drawer. Opening the A20 app, he saw the sleeping girl in full view and was pleased that he had positioned the camera so well. She was on her side now and her face was turned toward the wall. It made him recall watching people remotely on his assignments, acknowledging to himself that there was a strange beauty to them when they were disempowered in this way. Mentally you could reach out and touch them and they were never aware of the touch. They were bathed in an unearthly light which only an invisible spy camera could bestow. Once in a hotel on the Upper East Side he had watched a woman suspected by her husband sit for three hours in view of a camera positioned behind an air-conditioning grille. Nothing happened, her lover never appeared, but he surveilled her from a diner nearby as she watched television and then undressed, then dressed again. A woman of about his age obviously seething with unhappiness. Yet he had seen her bathed in the unearthly light. He had known her name and her profession but none of it mattered while he watched her. In the end he had told the agency that she was innocent when she was not.

He prepared to text Knight. He could clinch the final payment in a single minute. But then he reconsidered. Knight would call off the whole thing then. And where would that leave Tyler? She hadn’t committed any crime. As for him, he’d have the cash but not Aylin. It was a dead end. Better to play the game a little longer so that he could have both the money and continued contact with the girl over the next few days. He put the phone down. At dawn he was asleep as the morning’s first adhan blasted its way along the coast, echoing throughout the hotel. Now it was he who was in the bed, covered with the same blanket, and Aylin had gone back to her room. He went to the windows, pulling open the shutters and breathing in. It was the first time in weeks that he had missed his early appointment with his orta kahve. The air was volatile and supremely hot. Plucking the A20 from the cactus and placing it back in his laptop bag, he called reception for his coffee, not one cup but two, and reflected that during the night their bodies had not even touched.





FIVE

Later that morning, as he was getting his room service çılbır eggs, he asked the staffer who had brought them if he had seen any of his young American friends down by the deck.

“Not today, sir.”

He waited to clear his head and then took out the field glasses. Sure enough, the group was not at their usual station. He felt a little put out, as if he had missed something, or even been betrayed, and then he thought about the room. There was something altered about it. Had Aylin rummaged through his things? But of course she had. She had simply been checking him out. He found the folded photograph of her, undisturbed, and it felt to him that she had not discovered it. Because his phone was locked, as well as being stored in the bathroom, she would not have been able to find his calls to her father either.

He went down to the deck in his shorts and took one of the deck chairs. He ordered an Americano, put on his glasses and read The New York Times, which they always brought out to him. After an hour he realized that he was likely to be staying there alone for the rest of the day. Maybe the others had taken a road trip somewhere. He returned to his room and called Aylin’s. When there was no answer, he called reception and asked the young man on duty if he knew where the “four Americans” had gone. The receptionist discreetly informed Tyler that he had no idea. Tyler called Aylin’s room a second time. The phone rang and rang. He tried reception again, this time in person. Now it was the girl who worked there, whom Tyler recognized. He asked about Aylin—was she still in her room? The receptionist refused to say anything, saying she didn’t know. At this he was checked. He thought about slipping the girl a twenty-dollar bill and finally he did, making it seem with a boyish smile that it was just a kind of joke between friends. The Americans were pranking him.

“We’re just friends who met here,” he said. “She never told me her surname—”

“Wait a minute.”

The girl scrolled through the records.

“Badem,” she said at last. “Aylin Badem.”

“That’s it.”

“She checked out very early this morning.”

“What about her friends?”

“Also checked out. They said they were driving to Izmir.”

“Izmir?”

“Yes, sir.”

It was only about 120 kilometers but it sounded to his ear just then like a giant leap in space away from him. Rudely put out, he showered and went back down to the deck, ordered lunch and a large Efes beer, slowly dropping his annoyance and feeling of rejection. They probably hadn’t even thought about him for a single moment as they set off. He, the old man, was little more than a talking ghost in their eyes, a remnant of a previous era. Thinking this with a certain philosophical defiance, he lounged there all afternoon until the gulls settled down on the water and the adhan yet again echoed up from the far end of the bay. But now he had lost interest in the blue hills. It all seemed stale and fake, as if the light had gone out from it. Sucked out by the absence of the unobtainable Chana Knight. Another dusk swept in and he mulled over how easily he had let her go. He’d had her in his grasp and he had released her without even getting her number. It was a sentimental failure. He had fallen for her without even realizing it, and without being able to act on it.

That night, to get it off his chest, he talked to Knight, pointing out that Chana had clearly checked out of the Halicarnassus and quietly moved on elsewhere, taking her acquaintances with her. This meant that Tyler also was going to leave and there was nowhere else to go but Istanbul. It made sense to assume that they would sooner or later show up there.

“Does she suspect you?” Knight said.

“I have a feeling that she doesn’t.”

“She’s much cleverer than you think. And one more thing, Tyler. Don’t ever underestimate her. Don’t fall for her either. Everyone falls for her. It’s a kind of jujitsu you don’t understand.”



TYLER TOOK A late and empty flight the following day and arrived in Istanbul just before midnight when the taxi stands were finally calm. Outside the new airport even the low hills were sunk in a terrible motionless heat, but as they passed by the seaside neighborhood of Sarıyer he rolled down the windows of his taxi and drank in a cooler draft. He had ordered the taxi to take the slower coast road but even there the popular scenic viewpoints were deserted. Out of a sultry gloom came the pharmacy neons for eczane and he saw that at the cafés along the Sarıyer shore even the popular outdoor tables were empty. Almost a hundred degrees at midnight. The boats lay idle and becalmed in the watery lots between the seafront yali and along the promenade he saw only occasional walkers. That night in Etiler, however, he lay in his garden hammock with the sea wind washing over him and looked over the footage stored on his phone with a calmer mind. Only then did he see how she had gotten up when it was still dark and covered him with the quilt. She looked around herself with eyes that had gone slightly wild and for a moment gazed directly into the A20 camera without apparently seeing it. Then she walked to the window, looking at the desk and his papers. She opened the shutters and a faint light hit her face, the unearthly light again. It was then that he recalled the advice which the head of his company had given him when he was a rookie. “Never fall for your prey,” Mr. Rosen had said, offering him a merry eye. “Never mix voyeurism with pleasure.”





SIX

The house rented for him by Knight Solutions lay on a back street called Samyeli near the crest of the hill between Etiler and a road that plunged downward toward the sea at Bebek. On its third floor the Bosporus could be seen from a small ironwork balcony and from the second a road winding its way down to the coastal village of Arnavutköy. The house had been rented before him by an Israeli diplomat and the garden was protected by both a high spear fence and now-defunct security cameras mounted upon it. Beyond this a wall dropped sheer to the street where few people ever passed. The effect was total privacy. Samyeli itself was an alley of painters and writers, their houses quaintly eccentric and individual, while his own garden was filled with pear and cherry trees where two hammocks were slung. Knight had chosen well. Tyler was inconspicuous there, barely even noticeable as a foreigner. At the top of the alley the road led down to a recreational club called Bikini Beach with an outdoor pool and a sprawling café next to it. At high noon in view of the sea he liked to order a bottle of beyaz şarap in the shade and work by hand through the afternoon, assembling random notes and thinking over his days in Bodrum. Where, then, were the blithe Americans? All he had was Adam’s offhand remark about living on a street called Karabaşdere.

A week after his return he took a taxi to the Ali Paşa hammam, since Adam had also mentioned it. He passed an afternoon seated at its camegah eating cold oranges with a knife. So this was where Adam liked to idle, a place of marble and steam. He stayed there until six, and then he walked to the sea on the far side of the Galataport development and stood on the quays to watch the onset of dusk in the small square where aging amateur fishermen always gathered. It was cool after the heat of the baths. The ferries came alive with lights as they sailed across to Asia. Tyler took a lazy pastry and a Türk kahvesi at one of the Galataport cafés and then walked back inland to the tram station at Tophane. If Adam was not at the Ali Paşa that day, Tyler might catch him walking between the station and his house sooner or later. And that, sooner rather than later, was what happened.

In the middle of the week Tyler saw a boy step off the incoming tram and begin to walk up toward the old Tophane armory. He had quickly crossed Kemeraltı, the main road, and was already inside the small park on that far side before Tyler had dodged the traffic and crossed over as well. The boy had taken a left immediately afterward and dove into the small streets. He was dressed in shorts and tennis shoes and his hair was wet, as if he had just come from a swimming pool or a dip in the sea. Tyler couldn’t see his face but he felt sure it was Adam. Eventually the boy in shorts turned right into Karabaşdere, an alley of old two-story houses made of wood and cheap cement with graffiti stencils on the walls which read things like Free Quds. The boy strode up this street like an athlete. Tyler followed, finding a way to penetrate the crowd. Men in singlets were slaughtering a sheep with a hammer and a knife, sawing off its head as Tyler passed them. The blood swept into the edges of his espadrilles. He swore and lifted his foot to examine the shoe’s bloody edge. A hundred dollars down the drain. When Tyler got a little closer, he could see that the boy’s bare calves were also speckled with sheep blood and that there was something local about the way this person walked in this neighborhood, as if the body language of its inhabitants had been carefully learned by him. He was relaxed, his hips swaggered. He had no idea that Tyler was behind him. They were almost alone by this point and Tyler saw that he was swinging a plastic bag of oranges. He had a short towel flung over his shoulder. Tyler veered into the middle of the narrow street and caught up so that Adam saw him.

Flinching a little, Adam slowed down and Tyler could see an indeterminacy in his face, as if he was considering an attempt to slip ahead of him without being recognized. But their eyes met. At once a skewed smile came to his lips and he stopped, affecting surprise and gladness.

What a prize specimen he was when Tyler got up close to him. Brimming with his mysterious haughty beauty. Adam said he was taking a walk back from Karaköy to get some exercise.

“I thought I’d never see you again,” he said affably, not missing a beat and taking Tyler in with unflappable eyes. “Where did you get to?”

“Me? You guys went to Izmir, didn’t you?”

“Izmir?”

“The receptionist told me.”

“I didn’t go to Izmir.”

They stared at each other for a second and then their smiles broke at the same time.

Tyler said, “Well, that’s weird.”

“I stayed on at the Halicarnassus. So did the others.”

Tyler sensed that he wasn’t lying. He asked him more precisely if Aylin had stayed on as well.

“No, she went off. She always likes to go off by herself.”

“The receptionist must have confused Aylin with the rest of you. If I’d known, I would have stayed.”

By now they were almost at the end of the street and Tyler could see a small mosque rising above the derelict construction lots. Adam was headed where a few old wooden houses lurked. One of them was probably his.

“Would you? You seemed pretty anxious to be off.”

“Me? Not at all.”

Tyler wondered if he had given off that vibe.

“I would have stayed,” he insisted. “Where did Aylin go then?”

Adam shrugged and as he did so, his feet began to move and Tyler turned to align with his trajectory.

“Beats me,” Adam said slowly. “She said she needed to be alone for a while and she left very early. She didn’t say anything about Izmir.”

“Maybe the receptionist was just making things up.”

Or Aylin had paid her to say it. Adam smiled to himself, looking down at his tennis shoes.

“I don’t know. I wonder who was the last person to see her?”

“She had tea in my room the night before.”

“She did? And she didn’t say anything about being bored and wanting to move on somewhere else?”

“No.”

“She did say that to us after dinner.”

“I wonder where she went then.”

Adam said there was no point getting hung up about it. She might just have moved to the next hotel down the coast. She might have shacked up with her family in Istanbul.

“But she didn’t show up here?” Tyler said. “I was just curious. She didn’t say goodbye.”

“She never says goodbye.”

“You mean she does this regularly?”

“Regularly isn’t quite the word. But let’s just say it doesn’t surprise me. You shouldn’t take it personally. Unless you take it personally of course.”

Tyler said nothing and they toiled up the street toward Adam’s house, coming eventually to the humble brick minaret. It was best to change the subject and so Tyler reminded Adam that he had told him where he lived down in Bodrum. Adam seemed surprised, as if he didn’t remember being so indiscreet. But he had been and there it was. To put him at his ease Tyler said, “You found an interesting street to live on. I would have expected you to be somewhere more glam.”

“I got a great price and it’s a short walk into Cihangir. What could be better? I hate conspicuous places. I think I’m the only foreigner on this street. Well, do you want to come up to my place and have some orange juice? Afraid I don’t have anything stronger.”

“I wasn’t trying to invite myself, you know.”



ADAM WAS THE only tenant in the house at the end of the street. He’d wanted a place where he could store some of the artworks he was dealing in. It was clear why he wanted somewhere inconspicuous. There was a long vestibule with old replica Iznik tiles on the walls, which were cold to the touch. The single ground-floor room was filled with large paintings covered with plastic and some small sculptures wrapped with cellophane. Adam identified them: some Naum Gabo, some Ilya Repin, Russian artists mainly. They went up ancient stairs which retained a moldy cool. The first floor had three rooms, a parlor, a kitchen and a study, only two of them used. Adam slept on the floor above and he used the parlor to receive buyers. There was a balcony and while Adam made orange juice Tyler stepped onto it and looked down at the brick minaret. “How do you take your orange juice?” Adam called back in his playful singsong. “Seeds or no seeds?”

“No seeds.”

“It’s inauthentic, but OK.”

Tyler went back inside and took one of the faded velvet divans. Adam returned with a tray and two glasses of juice and put it on a painted table between them.

“I just sold a real Rodchenko to one of the little sultans living on the Bosporus. Ayhan Onursal. Do you know of him?”

“No, sorry.”

“At least I think it was real. His expert didn’t say that it wasn’t, so he paid what I asked. Two years’ rent in one hour. Aylin put me in touch with her—old friend of her mother’s. Cheers.”

Tyler looked around the room so that Adam could see that he was appreciating it and remarked that he had found a good spot. Seemed to be doing well. What did his parents think of it?

“I don’t tell them everything,” Adam said, a sudden coolness in his tone. “They wouldn’t understand me being here anyway. In fact I never told them. I tell them I’m working for Christie’s in London. I was working for Christie’s in London. I was there two years. Nineteenth-century Russian painting. I pulled out but I didn’t tell Dad.”

“Probably wise.”

“We all have parents who have no interest in us.” His eyes came alive and he seemed to be asking Tyler to agree. “We’re castaways. Even you. The real revolution begins when doing nothing but lying in parks and enjoying sunsets is more treasonous than anything else. Don’t you think?”

Tyler said that from time to time that same thought had occurred to him, as in fact it had. Adam had read him pretty well then. It was astute. Lazing around in cafés in Bodrum had proved the point.

“Do you know how much I rent this house for? Eight hundred dollars. And I’m overpaying. I was paying four thousand in Dalston. Fucking Dalston.”

He was rolling a joint with weed from a silver box which he must have picked up in an Istanbul flea market.

“Let’s go out somewhere, shall we? Give me a minute to change. Let’s have an inhalation first though.”

He lit his joint and offered it to Tyler, who turned it away.

“You don’t partake?”

“Boring, I know.”

“Ah yes. Very stoic of you, Tyler. I wish I was as wise.”

Tyler in any case confirmed that he had no plans.

Adam said, “I got invited to a musical evening—qanun music, you know it? Sufis. A French friend of mine is playing. Why don’t you come? They’ll all be stoned but not you.”

“I don’t know—French Sufis?”

“Understood. A dubious crowd. Whirling Frenchmen. But I will say he’s the only one I know personally.”

“As I said, I don’t have any plans tonight.”

“Tyler, I have a really strong feeling that you don’t ever have any plans in the evening. I mean that as a compliment.”

Adam left the joint on the edge of a glass ashtray and went to change in a walk-in nearby. Tyler got up and wandered around this ramshackle salon, where paintings were also stacked against the walls and pieces of sculpture stood in the corners covered with shrouds. He could tell that Adam slept there as well. The squalor was that of a makeshift bedroom. Floorboards with splashes of dried paint mixed with discarded pairs of shoes, some with laces missing. British newspapers piled up next to a filthy mattress and a pile of cushions. Tyler heard him humming to himself as he dressed, clearly not concerned that the supposed writer whom he didn’t really know was spying on his domestic life. Cigarettes squashed into the boards randomly, like the butts thrown away by a man pacing up and down. There was a wash basin next to the mattress with the water still inside it, and a razor laid on top of a small towel. Nearby, half hidden by a painting angled against the brick wall, there was another twisted cloth laid on the floor and, next to it, a tiny dollop of what might well have been dehydrated blood. Tyler stooped to peer behind the painting, and in the darkness, he could make out more drops of blood. It was as if Adam had used his razor to kill a rat. At the far end of the gloom Tyler was sure he could see a bloodied lump on the floor. Or it was not an animal at all. The humming stopped and Tyler went back to the coffee table where the joint was still burning as if awaiting its master. Adam emerged from the walk-in closet dressed in a pair of baggy linen pants and Moroccan babouches of yellow leather, but no velvet shirt. The sandals were impractical for walking but they didn’t seem to hinder him. He declared that it was ideal footwear for an evening of qanun music.

“So we’re going to that, are we?”

“I’m suddenly in the mood for it. Don’t bail out now, Tyler. You’ll enjoy it. You’ll see something different.”

Tyler remembered thinking in later years how strangely elegant the boy looked despite the costume clothes. It must have been because he could wear anything well. He sat with Tyler again and took up the joint, relighting it.

“I was thinking as I was changing,” he said. “About you meeting the consul one of these days. See that painting over there?”

He motioned to what looked like a silk screen print with an image of a middle-aged man in a waistcoat.

“I just sold that to a collector here called Alexander Lenkov. He’s a Russian journalist with money. I’m having it delivered tomorrow. I happen to know that the Lenkovs are throwing a party soon and that the consul is going to be there. I can arrange for you to get invited. What would you say if I did that for you?”

“Obviously I’d say yes—and teşekkürler and all that.”

“Thought you would. All right then. I’ll go deliver the painting myself and I’ll be sure to mention you without saying that you want to meet the consul. Alexander won’t mind. I’ll say you’re entertaining. It’s not really true but I’ll say it anyway. I think you’ll like the Lenkovs even if you don’t like the consul. They’re friends with Meltzer anyway. You’ll get to meet him and see what he’s like.”

He beamed at Tyler, who found himself surprised that in the end, meeting the consul was so easy to arrange.

“I owe you a favor then,” he said.

“You certainly do. Don’t you want to know who the portrait is of?”

Tyler looked over at the Edwardian figure, the face distantly familiar. Was he Russian?

“It’s Vladimir Nabokov’s father.”

“Is it a fake?”

Adam turned to Tyler with his charmer smile.

“That’s between me and my maker, Tyler. Shall we go and listen to the Sufis?”





SEVEN

By the time they returned to the street it was dark and the auto repair shop there had closed. Karabaşdere had grown even quieter and there was a clicking of backgammon tables as they passed the cafés. They walked down to the tram line and then up toward Galata in the muggy air. On the way Tyler asked Adam as if in passing where the other three lived. He said he’d had the impression that they all shared a house somewhere.

“What gave you that idea?”

“I’m not sure. I guess it was just an impression.”

“Marco has a place in Beşiktaş. His parents are in Italian fashion. Very successful. Diana moves around. I don’t know where she is now. Aylin has her family but she prefers to live in hotels. I think that was mentioned, no?”

“In hotels?”

“It’s what she likes. She moves from one to the other every two weeks. It’s what she tells me anyway.”

“Maybe she doesn’t want to be tailed by her father.”

“That certainly occurred to me as well.”

There was nothing arch or knowing in Adam’s tone, and so in his mind he had not yet connected Tyler with her father.

“I’ve heard he’s a bit of a bastard,” Tyler said casually.

“So I hear. She doesn’t seem to talk to him ever.”

The building of Jacob Klein, the qanun master, stood directly across from the tower, its top-floor windows wide open, but the entrance was on a side street. A spiral staircase was already filled with barefoot guests sitting about on the landings.

They climbed to the top to the open doors of a grand apartment. There the qanun orchestra was playing to a room full of people, some of the guests dancing barefoot in front of the players. They were stoned, or close to it, their hands flailing around them. Jacob Klein played the qanun with his students, all of them in black robes, Klein being a celebrity in Cairo and Damascus; Adam mentioned that his orchestra had fled from Syria after their music school in Aleppo was demolished by Assad’s artillery. They pushed their way into the crowd, into a vile claustrophobia. At the back of the rooms there were tables set up with mint lemonade. They sat near the windows for half an hour while Tyler wondered how to get out of there as soon as possible. He was too old, too unaccustomed to such things.

A tray of shots came by and they drank them. Then, looking at the girls gyrating in front of Jacob Klein, Tyler saw a person who was surely Diana with her eyes shut, taken in by the drumming, shining with perspiration as well, her feet more sun darkened than her legs.

He turned to Adam and smirked, assuming that Adam had known all along that she would be there.

“Is it her?” Tyler said to him.

“She said she’d be here.”

“What about Marco?”

Adam said he hadn’t seen him for a while. Should he text him and see if he was around?

“I’d like to see him,” Tyler said.

Adam tapped out a text and Tyler continued watching Diana dance. She was more attractive to him now; she had lost her timidity. He was tempted to push his way to the front and surprise her. But he couldn’t dance, especially not in the dervish way. In the end Adam tapped her on the shoulder. She looked toward the windows with a momentary panic as if woken from a deep sleep and when she spotted him, she did not smile or acknowledge him before turning away again. Adam came back to him and said she would join them out on one of the balconies. He said she barely remembered who Tyler was. Drugs and fatigue, he added, to make Tyler feel better. She was having what he called “a long summer.”

They went out onto a balcony and soon she joined them, wiping wet hair out of her face as she rather formally shook Tyler’s hand. “So we meet again,” she said. Adam had exaggerated a bit.

“I ran into Adam earlier,” Tyler said. “He brought me here against my will. So here we are.”

“Yeah, here we are. I thought you’d flown back to the States or something.”

“Not me. Did you stay on for a while at the Halicarnassus?”

“No, I took a bus to the south. Some great beaches down there. I should have stayed. You?”

“I had to come back.”

Tyler made typing motions with both hands. She pushed her head back a little, her eyes narrowed.

“Work?”

She was trying to bring the older man into focus. He was the hasn’t-happened-yet writer, the man who wasn’t quite all there. He was the man who talked too much and wrote too little. Then it all seemed to click. She glanced at Adam, who suavely suggested that they go for a late drink somewhere. Tyler admired the way he never let any event disturb his rhythm, the way he rolled over every little bump. Georges, he had suggested, a hotel nearby with a roof terrace. Tyler knew it because during his first days in the city he had gone there regularly for the views. But walking down there from the Galata Tower made him realize that he was in a different world from those early days. Halfway along the street leading to Georges he noticed that Diana was barefoot.

“You forgot your shoes,” he pointed out to her, and she said, “What shoes?” At the hotel they refused to let her in. In poor Turkish Adam spun out an explanatory story and the staff reluctantly relented. They went up to the roof and found a free table with a view of the sea. Everyone there was half comatose, it seemed, afflicted by the heat. The small lamps on the tables cast circles of light which made the faces gathered around them look prehistoric, like people assembled in a cave by firelight. On the sea things moved but Tyler was not sure if they were even ships. Adam sank back into the cushions and tilted his hips slightly toward Diana, as if they automatically adopted such a joint position when they relaxed together. Where was the scowling austerely neurotic girl from the Halicarnassus? Either that Diana had been a smoke screen or this one was the fake. Unconcerned about this herself, she had begun to offer an explanation of herself which Tyler hadn’t asked for. She declared that she had finally enrolled in the American University to study Ottoman history, starting in the autumn. Caipirinhas arrived and they made a toast to the coming year, though Tyler confessed that he would probably not be in the city by then. Adam disagreed.

“I think you will.”

Intuitively, Diana seemed to pick up the thread of this thought.

“Of course you will. We’ve only just met! I’m glad that you and Adam ran into each other like that. It’s so cool that it was by accident.”

“It must have been meant to be.” Tyler looked at her directly and smiled to coax her a little. “I’d like to see Aylin as well if she’s here.”

Diana let slip that she was staying in a hotel somewhere but didn’t want anyone to know where it was. Tyler said he knew that. It appeared then that Adam had told Tyler about Aylin’s taste for short stays in hotels.

“It just slipped out,” Adam admitted, but to Tyler it didn’t seem that it was a secret of any kind, since it had been mentioned more than once. Nevertheless, it annoyed Diana.

“We don’t say where she’s staying, it’s a rule we have. She likes her privacy. I have no idea whether she wants to see anyone right now. She’s been having some difficulties with her family back in the States.”

“It’s her business,” Tyler said.

Diana let her head fall onto the back of the sofa, and as she raised her right foot a little, Tyler saw for the first time a tiny tattoo just below the ankle, a wheel of eight black arrows. For no particular reason he thought to himself that she was two girls in one, and maybe even three. The dancer and the shy pale stick in Bodrum were both contained in the same baffling form. Perhaps it was something to do with serotonin. She was drinking multiple Manhattan Teas by then, the dilated eyes slightly lascivious and unmoored. She took an ice cube from the bucket on the table and raised it to Tyler’s chin, then rubbed it into the skin, sidling it back and forth. “You’re serious and sweaty, Mr. Writer. I’m ordering you to chill out and be cool. Now.” When he took the ice cube from her, she looked up at him and it was she who had turned serious, as if he no longer made any sense to her. “Why are you so cynical?” she said. “What happened to you along the way? Didn’t you get married?” She had leaned toward Tyler and taken his forearm but he pulled away and tried to calm her down. It was just a drunken spiel. And then he remembered his lost book. He turned to Adam.

“Did you pick up my book from the table that night?”

“Ah yes. Maybe I’ll give it to Aylin. At some point she might change her mind and want to see you.”

Adam gave Tyler a sly smile.

“I have a feeling you’ll see her before you see me again.”

“You do?”

“I’m pretty sure of it. I’ll give it to her for safekeeping and remind her to bring it with her when she sees you.”

“When will that be?”

“Hard to say. She’s not exactly predictable.”

“Well, you can tell her from me that I want to see her. Can you?”

When they tumbled down back to the street, Diana and Adam walked arm in arm under the street lamps and Tyler could tell that they were sleeping together. They didn’t mind him noticing it. Diana said that they were going to a bar they liked in Beşiktaş but there was no implicit invitation to join them. It was just as well because Tyler didn’t want to endure any more Manhattan Tea spiel for that evening.

“You’re a find, Tyler,” Diana said close to his ear. “I’m glad we found you. You’re old but you’re a find.”

“Find is a great word,” he said. “But not really the right one.”

“I think you’re a find. Whatever.”

“Good night, pasha,” Adam said, and lightly punched Tyler’s shoulder before putting his arm around her. The quartet were all sleeping with each other, it was not a secret and Tyler felt a moment of childish jealousy, though the long wait for a taxi wrung it out of him. What use was there in being jealous of people in their twenties? They barely knew anything even about themselves.





EIGHT

Eventually the invitation from Adam’s Russian friend was a simple request to come and join them out on Büyükada island, written on a monogrammed card sent by post. Adam must have given Lenkov Tyler’s address, though Tyler didn’t recall giving it to Adam. They’ve banned horses here now, Alexander Lenkov wrote, but I’ll arrange for one to meet you at the quay all the same. Don’t worry. There’ll be a carriage attached to it. Tyler took the tram down to Kabataş at dusk and walked to the terminal for the smaller cross-Bosporus ferries. The ferry to Büyükada was almost empty. There he sat with his feet up watching the fading light turn the minarets of Hagia Sophia into black spears. Herman Melville compared them to graveyard cypresses. At the Büyükada terminal all the cafés and restaurants were closed. He walked up to the small square, and by the miniature clock tower was a phaeton and a white horse.

The driver came down and greeted Tyler, asking him in Turkish if there were any other guests on that boat. Tyler said in English that he was alone. Tamam. They crossed the deserted village, messages appearing on Tyler’s phone. The lane running by the sea was already dark and the Lenkov villa, adjacent to a public jetty, had pink and green lanterns in the trees along its outer wall. In the darkness he could see it from some distance. Up ahead he saw a slight figure walking in the same direction, a woman dressed for exactly the kind of summer party he was headed to. He asked the driver to slow down and wondered if it would be awkward to offer her a ride. He could already hear music, and the unmistakable sound of people talking too loudly. The carriage slowed to draw level with the woman and Tyler saw that it was Aylin moving in and out of the light cast by the villas nearby. She was in a cotton dress that reached below her knees and she was carrying her party shoes in one hand. She had let her hair grow since Bodrum. Even in the dark he could see the sweat shining on her shoulders. He thought, So she knows Lenkov as well. But obviously it was Adam who had arranged it. He saw that she was holding his book. He leaned out of the carriage and called out her name. She peered over and he said, “It’s me, Tyler. Want a lift? We’re going to the same party, aren’t we?”

She stepped closer and her face had no surprise in it. “It’s the writer,” she said, holding out the book for him.

“We meet again,” he said as he helped her in. “So we go to the same parties, bayan?”

“I don’t know the hosts.”

In the carriage she put on the party shoes and they sarcastically shook hands as if between then in Bodrum and now in Büyükada nothing had happened and she had walked out of his bedroom the night before. He was tempted to say something but it was obvious that there was nothing to say that wasn’t pointless. Instead he thanked her for returning the book. She said, “Adam sends his regards. They’re friends of his, the Russians. I don’t know them either. Actually I think friends is a big word. Clients, more like.” Of course, that was the setup. Adam and his clients were the context in which Tyler would bump into his old school friend and strike up an absurd conversation with him. But Adam himself would not be there and it wasn’t clear what he would be getting out of it—was it then just a favor? And he had inserted Aylin into this occasion presumably because she had asked him to. She wanted to see him, and she wanted to meet the consul, as she had already said in Bodrum. Now she sparkled and chatted next to him and he was quietly aroused and satisfied. They reached the mansion sitting at the water’s edge, a butler in Ottoman gear standing by the gates holding a tray of lemonade probably spiked with gin, Tyler thought.

It was the first party he had been to in Istanbul and he was not sure he had made the right decision coming there. But as they wandered into the mass of people, a man who was obviously the host came up to them. He was a bearded giant dressed in a terry cloth shirt with diamond motifs and he held a drink which he offered to Tyler. His voice betrayed unhappy schools in England.

“I thought you’d need a stiff drink. You are Tyler, yes? No nickname I have to use instead? Fine. And this is?”

Aylin offered her hand and said her name. He took the hand and Tyler thought he was going to kiss it.

“I feel I’ve seen you before. Have I?”

“I only just arrived.”

“Perfect. Welcome both. Shall we go down to the water? It’s a bit cooler there.”

There were small lawns heading toward a jetty. Lenkov remarked that the end of the jetty was the safest place to talk frankly in Istanbul as he felt confident that no one was eavesdropping. He was a correspondent for British papers, among many other things. He was therefore a state target for surveillance. His sons liked to row out into the open sea and fish for bass and sometimes he went with them just to be certain no one was listening. Such was life in a city full of spies. A city holding the keys to the Black Sea, and therefore Russia.

He watched Tyler patiently. He had also taken in the Turkish girl with him and was trying to figure out who she was. Looking her over, he remembered the odd American boy who sold him semi-legal artworks. The boy had said something about her too when he had suggested inviting her. The wealthy Turkish American girl spending the summer in the city. He began to smile, appreciating her gamine look. It didn’t matter much to him who came to his parties.

There was a conga line in the garden, old fools covered in glitter. Lenkov asked Tyler what he was doing in Istanbul. The American boy had mentioned something about a novel, a second career. Tyler divulged the details such as they were. Lenkov nodded, glancing down at his cigar.

“Meanwhile,” he said, “the consul is here. He usually comes with an unknown boy but tonight he’s alone. Do you know what he looks like in his great maturity? Our mutual friend said that you were at school together.”

“As it happens, we were.”

“He might have changed. He looks nothing like his photographs in the press.”

“Let’s go meet him,” Aylin said, “and pretend we have no idea who he is.”

“We’re citizens,” Tyler said to Lenkov. “He’s our man. Besides we’re Old Grotonians. He’ll be surprised to see me.”

“He is wearing a burgundy smoking jacket. You can’t miss him.”

They walked back to the house. As they crossed paths with the conga line a man broke free from it, waving at Aylin. He cried, “Chana!” and, in shock, her head turned to see who it was. “Excuse me,” she said quietly and went up to the man, who wanted to hug her. Artfully, she pulled him out of earshot toward a summer house nearby. Lenkov turned back to Tyler.

“An ex, you think?”

Tyler said he had no idea. He had only met her a few weeks earlier in Bodrum.

“In Bodrum? That’s where they all go to find husbands. Are you a prospective husband?”

“I don’t think I am, to be honest.”

“I’d stay away from the society girls if I were you. As Muslims they can’t exactly take you home and present you to Mummy and Daddy. You’re pretty much worthless except as a trinket. A sport and a pastime, as the Book says.”



TYLER WANDERED THROUGH the alcoves and gravel paths. Soon he spotted David Meltzer at the end of one path seated on a wall, his legs crossed while he looked at his phone. To Tyler he looked more gaunt, instead of fatter, and he wore a pair of black trousers paired with embroidered black velvet slippers with no socks. The consul was not alone though. On hearing Tyler walk on the gravel path, the consul looked up. Four security men stepped out from the bushes. One of them put a hand on Tyler’s chest. “Who is it?” said the consul.

“It’s an old classmate,” Tyler called out. “From Groton.”

“Groton?” the consul sighed. “Good God. You’re joking.”

The security detail relaxed and Tyler stepped between them announcing his name.

“Sedgewick?”

“A fellow citizen,” Tyler said, and gave his year at school. “We played on the same hockey team. With Dylan Forest.”

The consul now had to think, wrong-footed as he was by a chance encounter at a party in Istanbul and cast back into the past, that dark cave full of relics and jawbones which had nothing to do with his present adult life in a city three thousand miles distant from it.

“I’ll be damned. Sedgewick. We must have shaken hands quite a bit then. Did we?”

“I suppose we must have.”

The consul finally broke into a smile.

“As you say. Did you know I’d be here?”

“We’re at the same party, that’s all. I’m here writing—well, never mind. I was passing by and saw you and I was sure you looked familiar. In fact I didn’t know about—” Tyler gestured to the men in the shadows.

“Yes, I’m the acting consul these days. Wouldn’t you know. Life is surprising sometimes.”

“I’m a friend—an acquaintance—of the host. I mean, he’s a friend of a friend.”

“Expat orgy to be sure. Same for me.”

The consul was looking Tyler over but his eyes were still blank when it came to recognition and the past. The question was, Did it matter that he didn’t remember him? He admitted without much fuss that if he were to tell the truth, he couldn’t quite place Tyler. Give him a moment. “Come on, do sit.” And for a moment as Tyler did sit, the consul seemed to have decided to tolerate the intrusion. The former said, “We had an amateur telescope club. You used to come and sky watch with us sometimes.”

“Good God. Hockey, you said?”

Tyler nodded. “I believe so. Am I intruding?”

“Now I think it’s coming back about the hockey and the telescopes. On the lawns, right? Wasn’t George Kinsman there?”

“Yes,” Tyler lied. He had no memory of any such person.

Tyler caught a whiff of Acqua di Parma.

“Weren’t you the boy from Purgatory?”

“The very one.”

“We used to call you that, I think. ‘The Boy from Purgatory.’ I don’t suppose we ever said it to your face.”

“Not that I recall.”

A flicker of pleasure crossed the consul’s face. “To be honest, Tyler, this is my fourth party of the week. I’m fading. I hope you don’t want anything from me.”

“Nothing like that. I just thought—”

“Thank God for that. Reminiscing about Groton is all right though. I haven’t talked to anyone about that place in years.”

The consul moved on to Tyler’s reasons for being in Istanbul. This was easy chat for the man his colleagues called the Eye. Tyler put his book on the wall and Meltzer glanced down to see what it was. But he said nothing. Tyler explained his situation, his “trade,” as he called it, the idea of doing something fictional about expats, that eternal subject. He’d been there six months. “Is that right?” the consul said. “Me too. Does that mean we’re synchronized without knowing it?” Within a minute or two, then, Tyler found that they were hitting it off, and it appeared that Groton had come in useful for the first time in his life.

The consul mentioned how they had all listened to Smashing Pumpkins. Where did Tyler move on to for college? Bowdoin. Ah yes: generous scholarships for the poor. Now that Tyler had revealed something about himself Meltzer did the same. He had followed family footsteps into Princeton. He hadn’t managed to come up with anything more original than law school. But being a lawyer had been the worst of all worlds. At thirty-two he had been able to cross over to a different career with the help of a few friends of his father’s. Thank God they hadn’t posted him to Myanmar. The Middle East was more his thing. He’d learned Arabic and a quarter of the Turkish language. It was going swimmingly.

“I almost came here with my boyfriend but at the last minute he bailed out. It would have been tough for him.”

One of the consul’s hands rested on his left leg and on the little finger was a fashion ring made of silver. Tyler thought of the garish ring of Mr. Knight. He said, “I came here alone too. It’s best. I haven’t regretted it so far. It’s a lonely person’s city.”

The consul was feeling Tyler out now, his interest moved by their shared but largely unremembered past. Slowly bits and pieces of that past began to surface in the consul’s mind. It could be seen in his face. Summer evenings, fires in the woods. Yet Tyler wondered what he was thinking. That Tyler was a man of his own age and nation, maybe artistic in some roundabout way, a fellow romantic; he might prove to be a diversion from his own loneliness. Why not? Busy men are sometimes the loneliest. They are also on occasion the ones who open up quickly when a stranger shows interest in them. Who must be lonelier than the consul of a widely detested nation whose favors were nevertheless incessantly sought? Someone had told Tyler that much of the Turkish population hated the Americans but that they rarely showed it because of their innate politeness. It was the ultimate alienation. But then again, Tyler wondered—slightly astonished at the thought—perhaps it was simply physical attraction too. The body language laid it out in full view. Otherwise Meltzer would have been more guarded even with an old classmate, and he clearly was not. On the contrary he seemed hungry for small talk.

“I wouldn’t have pegged you as a future writer back at school. Are you getting along with it?”

“Slowly.”

“Slowly is best. Fiction, is it?”

Tyler said that it was.

“Ah, the torment. I tried my hand at it once. The thing is to meet people. Are you meeting people?”

“Not as much as I want.”

“The consulate is throwing a big dinner later in the year. We’re getting Turks and Americans together for a banquet at the Kempinski hotel. It’s a hell of a thing to organize and I know it’s very far in advance. Maybe I should put you on the guest list. Would you come?”

“Is it free?”

Meltzer tossed Tyler a little laugh.

“Of course it’s free. The government is paying. Old classmates come in free and they drink as much as they want.”

“I’ll come to a free banquet at the Kempinski. Would I have to make a speech?” But the consul didn’t take the joke.

“No, that would be me making the speech. They’ve asked me to read a poem or two. No idea what. The government is worried about relations between the two countries—you can imagine. I think it’s to make us feel less hated. You’ve met my security people. I can’t even go to a bakery without them. It’s always five cars and eight guards, then an outer circle of Turkish police. You can’t imagine.”

“Then I should go and lend you some moral support. If you pay me, I’ll clap.”

“I’ll ply you with expensive champagne. Does that work for you? Or even cheap champagne?”

“I think that’s a deal, sir.”

They shook on it playfully and the spirit of school reestablished itself. It seemed to Tyler that David Meltzer had made a spontaneous decision to notice him based on the trust created by the good old days. Maybe he liked Tyler and that was all. Maybe he wanted to sleep with him. Maybe he had always wanted to sleep with him. Meltzer seemed bored with his official duties, he was what might be termed a bit of an off-duty dandy. But paradoxically he was also convinced of his posting’s worthiness. In this vein he made a brief allusion to the fact that his Turkish hosts did not know he was gay. He never brought it up and they never asked. His friends wanted him to play it up, to make a point, but his instincts told him that the conservative elements in the Turkish government would not play along with that. And not only them. He did let slip, though, that he had become friendly with the city’s gay billionaires. They were too powerful to attack and besides they kept a reasonably low profile despite the grand mansions many of them owned on the Bosporus. Behind closed doors they did what they wanted and it was an arrangement which he was content to imitate.

At that moment a member of the consular security detail appeared at the other end of the gravel path and Tyler heard the crackle of a walkie-talkie. “Meet Sam,” Meltzer said to Tyler, “the head of my security detail.” The man stood back and Meltzer said to him, “He’s all right.” And then to Tyler: “You realize I’m not the most popular man in town.”

Tyler’s face was now recorded in Sam’s mind. The consul’s phone lit up and he reached down to pick it up.

“Excuse me, I have to take this.”

Tyler got up and said that he should be going too. He said he’d come with a friend and had lost her in the crowd.

“No, I’ll go with you,” Meltzer said.

They walked down the pathway while Meltzer talked quietly into the phone. It was business. When he had ended the call he said, “Your friend, was it a boy?”

“A Turkish girl. Half Turkish.”

“Well, let’s find her then. A Turkish half-girl.”



AS THEY WALKED back to the house, however, the consul was waylaid by people who insisted on talking to him. Tyler went down alone to the jetty and found it barnacled with teenagers. Aylin was not by the water nor by a motor launch which was moored there. It was Lenkov’s private boat and men in waistcoats and bow ties fussed about as if preparing to depart. He went back to the gardens and eventually found Aylin with someone she introduced as Lenkov’s wife, sitting at a table under cherry trees. She looked up at Tyler and said, “Is that him?”

“I thought he’d gone home,” Aylin said, and she reached out for Tyler’s hand. He let her take it and pull him in.

“There’s no ferry now,” Mrs. Lenkov said. “He’d have to swim, stay here or else use our yacht.”

“Oh, we’ll take the yacht. Won’t we, Tyler?”

“I’ll swim.”

They laughed. Then Tyler added that he had met the consul.

“He’s not exactly what I expected. I mean, I last saw him when we were seventeen.”

“Alex and I have become friendly with him,” Mrs. Lenkov said. “We have mutual friends in Cairo. When he first came here, he was rather lost. I think he didn’t want to be here. Then he met some of the better people and he got himself together.”

“Where is he now?” Aylin said.

“I’ll call Alex.”

Lenkov and Meltzer came out of the house together, smoking cigars and laughing. They struck out toward the table, dodging dancing guests, and Tyler saw now how slim and small David was next to his host. He kept himself in shape. He saw also that Meltzer was holding the copy of Hikmet which Tyler had left on the wall. The staff must have found it. It really was passing from hand to hand without his intending it to. When Meltzer came up, he offered it to Tyler, who said, without knowing why, “No, keep it. I think you’ll enjoy it.”

“Can I? That’s very generous of you. But at least write your number inside.”

Tyler did this while Aylin got up and shook Meltzer’s hand. Tyler was curious to see how they would react to each other. He saw a dark cloud pass over Aylin’s face. She seemed put out by him, as if she had expected something which turned out not to align with the real person. She took in his embroidered velvet slippers and Tyler imagined what she might think. Absurd affectation, or some such. But he also felt that she already knew him. And he thought back to the moment at the Halicarnassus when she had reacted curiously to the mention of his name. But showed no recognition, no expectation. His response to her was blandly friendly.

“So you’re the friend,” he said to her. “You’re from here, aren’t you?”

“Half.”

“A Turkish friend said to me the other night—we were at dinner—if you look around you, almost everyone here is thirty percent Greek. They don’t like to hear it.”

“Don’t they? I don’t mind hearing it.”

“They’re all really Slavs. And deep down they know it. They resent the truth. Are we going back now?” the consul then added, looking at his watch.

They began walking back to the jetty while Meltzer and Tyler trailed behind and the consul said, “That’s very generous about the book.”

“It might give you an idea what to read at your gala dinner.”

“That’s thoughtful. Maybe we could have dinner by ourselves at some point too—if you’d like?”

“I’d like.”

“It’ll make a change from the gala dinners. If I have time, I’ll be in touch.”

Tyler thought the consul was coming on to him and that it would be prudent to not put him off. To allow it to be ambiguous. They climbed the gangplank and as they did so a few Catherine wheel fireworks were set off. Tyler shouted thanks to the Lenkovs and the boat cast off. The island was like a mirage lit up by fireworks.

On the way back to the city he took in the Kız Kulesi, or Maiden’s Tower, standing on its small island as lines of cars moved slowly along the Üsküdar shore. From the Tower great spikes of red and blue light flashed across the sky. Meltzer opened the Hikmet and read out a few lines. “In the jonquil garden in Kadikoy,” the eight-year-old poet wandering the streets at Ramazan on his way to a shadow play, with his grandfather in a fur coat holding his hand while a servant led the way with a paper lantern. “Tyler has become the Hikmet ambassador,” Aylin said. “We’re all reading him now. Including me. He’s pretending to lose his book so that we all get converted.” Meltzer seemed to take it seriously for a moment.

“Are you on a mission, Tyler?”

Aylin said, “I think he does it on purpose because he’s a secret communist.”

“Might be,” he said. “But so what?”

“It’s his subconscious.”

“And what about you?”

She said she had come to Istanbul to rediscover her mother’s city, to find her grave and tend it. There was nothing more to it than that. She wanted to find her roots and dig them up. Didn’t everyone want to do that sooner or later? Yet Tyler didn’t believe her. He couldn’t say why. There was just something in her tone. Of course he knew things about her that the consul didn’t and it was better to keep it that way. As they drew level with the Tower, a burst of white light rose up. They were coming into Karaköy. Seabirds swarmed around the quays and there was a silent frenzy about them. Meltzer said that he was continuing on to where he lived at Sarıyer, close to the consulate, and that Aylin and Tyler could disembark at the Kabataş terminal a little further up. He walked them to the gangplank when they got there. “It was a surprising evening,” he said, shaking their hands. “I met two appealing strangers. Bonne continuation, as the French say.”





NINE

They walked along the tram line toward Fındıklı, passing the Molla Çelebi Mosque and its single minaret, deep in their own thoughts. Aylin considered the eccentric consul. The embroidered slippers, and the boat carrying him up to distant and aristocratic Sarıyer. He was slighter, more mentally sharp than she had expected. He was tamely likeable. Tyler was thinking about the Russians and their house. Where had they gotten the money and how had Adam ingratiated himself with them? They sat in the small park and Aylin slumped against his shoulder. Against his better judgment he invited her back to Etiler. She paused but then agreed. They then walked further along the tram line waiting for a taxi. Around the Dolmabahçe Palace the old trees sang: the cicadas of August. The neoclassical mosque looked even stranger than it did in daylight, surrounded by European clocks, Europeanized minarets. As the road swung around the great edifice, the opposite side came under the shadow of woods and the city fell away. A sense of space returned. There was almost no light, he could not see her face.

Beaten by heat an hour later, they lay in the bedroom underneath his office. It had a small balcony like all the rooms facing the sea, and usually when the room became too hot, he dragged a bed out there and slept in the breeze. The party lights along the sea coasts sparkled all night. They had taken off most of their clothes but it was still stifling. Sweat trickled slowly down his spine, even his eyes felt as if they were drowning. Yet his heart was calm. When the amplified adhan from the Arnavutköy Mosque shattered the early morning, Tyler made the half-sweet orta coffee he liked in a copper saucepan and sat there watching early risers make their way down the steep winding roads to the coast. In Arnavutköy a brass band was playing, echoing up the ravines to Etiler. You’re no longer alone, he thought to himself; he had not been with anyone since his last few days in New York six months ago, which felt like a decade.

He looked at Aylin’s legs drawn together at the knees. They were like something carefully folded and forgotten. When he touched them, he felt the shock of the new, a body he was not entitled to. He heard the eccentric old lady next door talking to her cherry trees. Aylin woke up and immediately her eyes were unerring, always finding what they wanted in a single second. They were like chips of blue in a mosaic flooring. Etiler wasn’t so bad, she said. It was ten degrees cooler than in the city. Her aunt’s house where she was staying was in Beşiktaş, urban and claustrophobic and depressing. There were pictures of her mother everywhere. So she wasn’t staying in hotels after all. She didn’t tell the others everything.

“Stay on,” he said, and she stayed for three days.

The first day he went down to the kitchen later in the afternoon while she slept. He cut up cucumbers and tomatoes in the kitchen and opened a ceramic pot of the traditional yogurt from the supermarket inside Akmerkez. He added the last of the summer’s fallen figs.

He went out to the vestibule and saw her camel-brown Loewe leather bag with a puzzle pattern. He opened it and looked inside. There was a set of keys with a ring and a metal tag and an address written on it. It must have been the aunt’s house in Beşiktaş. He got a pen from the kitchen and wrote it down. There was also a silver cash clip with lira notes, about $500, and under this was a folded paper receipt from an Istanbul travel agent for a plane ticket, Turkish Airlines—a one-way flight to Cairo in December, business class. The name on it was Aylin Knight.

Tucked into an internal leather crease he found a pillbox containing a dozen white oval pills. On the inside of the lid was a mirror. The pills were scentless, unmarked, as if a pharmacist had made them up on a custom basis. The last thing he found was a crumpled scrap of tissue paper inside of which was a small rectangle of cardboard with an ink impression of a single fingerprint. On one edge of the tissue was a smudge of what looked like lipstick. He closed the tissue up and replaced it where he had found it, then returned to the kitchen. Evidently she was planning to skip town for Cairo in the middle of winter, perhaps for a Christmas vacation. She had managed to contrive an ID that bore her false name, unless (it now seemed possible) Aylin was her childhood nickname and a relative had scored it for her. Could such things be obtained in Istanbul? But of course they could. It was the perfect city for such a feat.

He climbed back up to the room with the tray, laid it on the floor next to her and went to the windows to close them—the wind had changed and it had grown noticeably cooler. The first day of a summer’s winding down. The great heat at last was over. Turning to the low bed, he reached for his iPhone and was about to take a snapshot of her when she opened her eyes. “It’s nearly five,” he said, putting the phone down and going to her side, picking up a strawberry and putting it into her mouth as she turned onto her back and yawned. The room was darkening. Now wind buffeted the balcony and blew through the hinges of the shutters. He fed her a stick of celery dipped in yogurt.

“Why don’t we walk down and hang out on the deck of the Bebek Hotel? You’ll like it.”

“I know it. My mother used to go there. She once said she wanted to die there, gin and tonic in hand.”



AS THEY WALKED up Samyeli to the main road, he told her about the consul’s invitation to his gala dinner in December at the Kempinski. Would she like to go with him?

She didn’t answer until they were out on the deck of the hotel and seated in a corner over the water in sight of a swarm of jellyfish. The waiters brought out blankets for them and lit the heater next to the table. The small mosque in the park next to them was lit up and children held paper kites that appeared above the tops of the trees. Tyler ordered a Yeni Rakı for himself and a lemonade for Aylin, who claimed she didn’t want to drink that night. “A gala dinner,” she said, “thrown by our noble consulate? I wouldn’t be seen dead there, unless you can give me a good reason to come with you.”

“You’ll be with me, and that’s all. We’ll eat some cake. I suggested to the consul that he read a Hikmet poem and I think he will. If he’ll take advice from a stranger. You could ask him a public question—about the prisoners of today. If you want.”

“Well, I don’t really want.”

Yet she began to think it over. A gala dinner in a top hotel, dignitaries assembled together and expecting a quietly uneventful evening. What if by then she wished to have words with Meltzer publicly about the political situation?

She settled back in her chair and looked across the waters separating Europe and Asia. On the far shore a horizontal line of cloud suspended over the majestic antennae and low hills had taken on a brilliant lavender light. A huge Turkish flag rippled in the wind. The mosques sang, then fell silent. The lights in mansions came on; little pleasure boats and launches plowed their way between the continents. Then the hotel turned on its own deck lights and the jellyfish below appeared in a new perspective. They hovered only a few inches below the surface, watching the humans as if evaluating them according to the laws of the sea, and she remembered sitting at this same spot with her parents when she was eight or nine, the two of them arguing as they always did. The court case which had finally ruined her mother’s reputation was in its last agonies, and they had bickered and snarled at each other all summer long. Aylin had come back to this same place, but as a different character in a different script. But that script had not yet been written, the one she was going to write herself, for even in Bodrum she had never had a plan.





TEN

On the landward side of the coastal electrified tram tracks between the neighborhoods of Yenikapı and Samatya, close to the sea but separated from it by the torrential traffic of Kennedy and its parks, the apartment where Diana had lived for a month lay at the top of a damp tenement on a street called Kehribar. The blocks were home to a shifting population, some recent refugees from the Syrian wars. Diana had taken to wearing a başörtüsü hijab in the streets. Her apartment was freshly painted but empty except for a mattress, a table and folding chair, and a small fridge connected in a corner of the main room. She had no books and read only on her iPad. She changed her burner phones every two weeks at the myriad phone stores nearby and didn’t use email. From her window she could see two towers made of pale green glass, a walkway spanning the tracks of the tramway and the fronts of buildings covered with metal grilles and scores of satellite dishes. At the local Sengitler Market or the Vuslat kebab restaurant no one seemed to remember her.

She ate at five in the afternoon at the same büfe joint and then climbed up the emergency stairs to the flat roof of the building to watch tankers moving slowly across the sea like giant chess pieces moved by invisible hands. She was finally alone as she had always wished to be. In the narrow streets below, the Kurds passed her by without noticing her foreignness because they didn’t care; occasionally a Syrian would toss a word of Arabic at her to see if she was one of them. The dark glasses she wore during daylight hours made her more unreachable. If she ever went into the city, she wandered down to Cerrahpaşa and took the same tram that passed below her windows, unnoticed whether she was coming or going. As the days became cooler, her mood improved. The four rooms which she rented became less stuffy and when she opened the disintegrating casements, a fresh sea wind ripped through them, lifting her spirits and filling her lungs with far-off reminders of nature.

Every week a Somalian money changer climbed up to her unit in the early evening with a bag of lira which he exchanged for her dollars. Bisharoo usually stayed for tea after the transaction. When he did so, he looked around in disbelief at the empty rooms, which seemed to be inhabited by a white vagrant with plenty of cash. But the commission was overgenerous and the strange woman was aloof. This put him at his ease, paradoxically. He thought that she must be lonely, perhaps running away from a crime. Or a vengeful husband.

The roll-down blinds were an apricot color that produced an effect less dingy than the papered walls. It was secluded, secretive almost. She loved when the trams rushed past, the sudden flash of lighted windows full of people who had no idea who lived on Kehribar and cared even less. She liked the oily sea nearby and the Syrian women arguing on the staircase outside her door. She learned the word eahira and many others even worse. She had learned to get up with early prayers. She cut off her hair with a pair of supermarket scissors, as Aylin had recommended. She was entering the big adventure which Aylin had also promised. She had promised it when they were kids together, and it looked like it might finally be materializing. The great leap into the dark. Aylin had told her. “Lie low, something is about to happen. I’m arranging it.”

In the third week of September Adam texted her and said that he was coming to visit her at home. They had not seen each other in a while. Preparing herself, she went into the cold tiled bathroom and dusted up her face and lips with a bit of color. It wasn’t for Adam alone. She was being visited and it was similar to being taken out. For ten days she had lain on her mattress reading and eating dried fruit. She was reading Chinua Achebe and Ngũgĩ, her mind gradually giving way to theirs and to their worlds.



ADAM TOOK A taxi into Yenikapı at dusk and then got out and decided to walk to Kehribar. He had a fear of being followed and he calculated that if he walked through the half-deserted streets in view of the Cerrah Mehmed Paşa Mosque, he might more easily know if he was being tailed. He walked slowly through a maze of ruined buildings and small warehouses where addresses and house numbers were spray-painted on the walls. Finally he came to a level open space where old men with handcarts were dumping recycled paper. A few fires burned and the gold crescent shone on the Cerrah Mehmed mosque. He listened to the prayer call, which always felt like a daily reckoning to him, a moment of self-analysis. He was carrying a bag of apples and a bottle of wine for Diana and his hair was still damp from the swim in the sea he had taken earlier. He thought back to the moment in the previous year when Aylin had emailed them all the same message: Disappear. They had all done so in their different ways. Diana had driven to the Mexican border near her family’s house in Tucson and ditched the car on the outskirts of Nogales near an old Chinese immigrant cemetery. Then, according to her, she had walked back to a main road and taken a bus out of state carrying only her passport and credit cards. He had been in Athens at the time, staying at the King George and living it up a little in pursuit of a Greek girl. He had dined alone in Kolonaki, prepared a farewell note on a paper napkin, then tidied his room at the hotel and walked out with just his passport and credit cards.

The feeling of liberation had been supreme. Like Diana he had taken a bus to Thessaloníki and got off at Platamon. There he had stayed for a few days letting his trail grow cold, renting a cheap room near the beach and wondering what Aylin had in mind. After two weeks she messaged that they were all to convene in Turkey a month hence. It was a game they had prepared themselves for without knowing what it was exactly, and they played it willingly.

But it had not come out of nowhere. For years they had discussed among themselves the theory that a handful of comrades could alter the axis of the world through a single but striking act of violence which would appear mysterious and even wondrous to the normies. The bugmen would witness it in amazement. When they were teenagers, they had agreed that only a sick society could have placed them so blithely inside a reform school that was little more than a concentration camp. How depraved did their own parents have to be to even consider doing such a thing? Bottomless depravity. Their own dysfunction, their acts of petty truancy, theft, drug abuse were not innate to them; they were acts that came boiling up from deeper causes that lay outside themselves. Adam, for example, liked to burn down buildings and it was why he had been sent by his father to Sacred Valley. It was a mysterious compulsion. But his father was a real estate clown who cheated his clients. It didn’t take a Freudian analyst to figure that one out. The compulsion was mysterious but not its cause. They all had similar reasons, as Aylin liked to explain to them. They were symptoms of a sickness, not a cause, and there was no way to heal themselves except through a catharsis that would be tantamount to terrorism. But the word itself was discredited in their eyes. Besides, in their view terrorists themselves had great credibility. There was a different way of looking at them. They were healers in their way, though normies could never understand this aspect of their missions. They were inflicting a cruel cure upon a sick patient but it was a cure all the same.

On their permitted field trips on school rafts which took them down the Colorado River they read anarchist texts which Aylin smuggled in and they talked about history’s idealistic assassins. Gavrilo Princip and Ted Kaczynski, Simón Radowitzky and Bernard Lortie, Mewa Singh Lopoke and Robert Manning. The list was long. They had a feeling for their societies’ sickness, and that was all and it was more than enough. One day on the Colorado River, Aylin had promised them they would come together again and do something just as great. All it would take would be the continuity of their anarchist passions into adulthood, and about that they would have to see. Some of them might settle down and marry, but in the end none of them had done so. Sacred Valley had poisoned them to the core and they were not yet old enough to have grown out of their bitterness. Moreover, they had found that all of Aylin’s predictions about the dullness and meaninglessness of bugman life had turned out to be true. Every milieu they entered—for work or for pleasure—was filled with the living dead. People generally were ghosts. They never stepped onto the stage of history and faced down the lights. They were tedious because they wanted to stay in the wings, waiting and waiting for nothing.

When he was ready, he took another bus to the Turkish border and crossed uneventfully on foot. No one even looked at the traveling bag he had brought with him. He looked rich and he was. Blond, tall, imperious, he went where he wanted and nobody showed even a hint of inquisitive insolence toward him. Always a breeze, he thought, looking up at the mosque. Easy passage across borders, an equally painless disappearance whenever it was needed. He had arrived in the country before the others and it had given him time to set up his company in Tophane. It was just a front, of course, but it had taken him a few months to establish. It was Aylin who had suggested that he do this to give himself a foothold in the city, and he found that it was a congenial and quite profitable way to slip off the map. He sent a single email to his family before he left Greece to the effect that he was taking some time off to “reorient” himself. He didn’t read their reply.

Marco had simply walked out of his apartment in London and taken a Eurostar to Paris where he had rented an Airbnb for a week, stayed about an hour and then taken a train south from the Gare de Lyon. He had left no note in London. These disappearances had to be sudden and unforeseen. You could call them little deaths. In a way it was the social equivalent of suicide. This was why the call to prayer made Adam melancholy. In a traditional area of the city like Fatih the calls to prayer were unignorable. The garbage men were now on their knees around the guttering fires. What in the end had brought Adam and them together in that moment, if not the perversity of their own marginality? The garbage men had hopelessness—and that quality was entirely unknown to him and to his group of “Gnossiennes,” as they called themselves at school. On the contrary, they thought of themselves as a priesthood of four.



TO DIANA HE looked even healthier than he had earlier in the summer. He had always been the strapping all-blond boy at Sacred Valley, where the desert sun tanned him so deeply, which contrasted with his white gold–streaked hair. They used to call him the Dime-Store Apollo. The other students at that academy for (as the brochure put it) “disorderly and traumatized adolescents” were either in love with him or curious about his reputation for arson. They knew that he was the son of a real estate tycoon who bought land for Chinese clients in the area around Jacumba. He had a swagger, a disdainful but charming way of talking that the other dysfunctionals copied, yet they kept their distance. Diana had befriended him early on, before Aylin and Marco picked up his scent.

The school was not an easy place in which to communicate. There were many rules that had to be followed at all times. One was the rule of silence to be obeyed between 9 a.m. and 6 p.m. Adam had found a way around this by inventing his own crude sign language, which he had taught Diana. Of all the students struggling with therapy and drug rehab and personality disorders he had seemed the most coolly normal, though this was merely an illusion. As if his aberrations—like burning down one of his father’s properties on the border near El Centro—had actually been thought out. When the irrigated fields around the ranch greened, he made crowns of wildflowers for himself. Now he was dressed in a heavy linen overshirt and a neckerchief of rich reds and greens and Mughal peacocks. He had never seen her place and when he burst into it, he whistled and made a crack about her bad taste in beds. They sat on folding chairs and she opened the wine. They poured out some of it and ate the apples. He noticed the hint of color on her lips and it made him feel a little bad for her. The touch of coquetry didn’t quite work. Since they had spent the night together after drinks at Georges with Tyler, he’d been busy with clients and hadn’t called. Moreover, he always found her a little difficult in the days after intimacy. By way of excuse he explained that Aylin had also told him to be sparing in making contact. The less the better while she formed a new plan in her head. “She’s always full of plans,” Diana said. “But the reality is that nothing ever happens. It’s like at school—” There was no urgency in her voice, just weariness. “She was always asking us to burn the place down and yet we never did. And we could have.”

“I think you’ve forgotten the prefects and the electric fences.”

“I haven’t forgotten them. But we could have.”

Hard to recall sometimes that it had only been seven or eight years earlier. She reached out and they placed their palms together. It was the same sign they used when they were sixteen. He said, “Just be patient.” Were they in a rush to go anywhere? Were not the Gnossiennes known for their patience and capacity for secrecy? She nodded and he reminded her as to why they had chosen this curious word as their secret name. It was from an online text called The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows by the online poet and YouTuber John Koenig, which also included a discussion of the word nemotia:


The fear that you’re utterly powerless to change the world around you, looking on helplessly at so many intractable problems out there—slums that sprawl from horizon to horizon, daily headlines of an unstoppable civil war, a slick of air pollution blanketing the skyline—which makes the act of trying to live your own life feel grotesque and self-indulgent, as if you’re rubbernecking through the world.



It explained everything about their personal torments and the reasons they had all gone off the rails so early in life: the low-level madness of their families and of the way of life in which their fathers were embedded, pretending to be sheep but who were really wolves. Diana’s father, a Mexican immigrant from northern Sonora, had established an online platform for selling used cars. Autolive had made him a millionaire and it had bought him a mansion in Tucson’s exclusive Poets Square. Later he created a billboard advertising company called Fuera Systems, which paid for a second home in Bermuda and then a third in the Costa Careyes region of coastal Mexico. Careyes was where Diana had spent her adolescent summers, near Tenacatita Beach and the 200 Highway where the smell of Acapulco Gold was always in the air. She and her sister learned to walk through the coconut plantation behind the house and onto the road, from where they could hitch rides to the big beach where boys and marijuana waited among the palapas. Obscure sorrows waiting to bloom in the mind. She set down her head in Adam’s lap as he read and her mind wandered back in time to the cool of the plantations at night. Along the empty road beyond, old women speaking Nahuatl sold gorditas of crushed and burned coconut wrapped in cloth napkins.

The girls from the great mansion of Senor Romero were given theirs free in the hope that the millionaire might reward them one day. He never did. Their Anglo mother instead hired two guards to ensure the girls didn’t leave the house at night and yet she never told her husband that his daughters were playing vagabond, or that they hated him more than anyone they knew. Papa, that oblivious regent of a household he didn’t even know. The late-night drinker who was a little too fond of his blossoming girls.

Adam read on, now reminding them both of the meaning of Gnossiennes. “A moment of awareness that someone you’ve known for years still has a private and mysterious inner life, and somewhere in the hallways of their personality is a door locked from the inside, a stairway leading to a wing of the house that you’ve never fully explored—an unfinished attic that will remain maddeningly unknowable to you, because ultimately neither of you has a map, or a master key, or any way of knowing exactly where you stand.”

“Doesn’t that make you think of where you were when you were like fourteen or fifteen? It does me.” She watched lights from a passing tram flicker for a few moments across the apricot blinds. “Like when he says you don’t have a map or a key. Or there’s a door locked from the inside. I think I’m still in that attic and behind the locked door.”

Adam said that they had to remember who or what system had put them in the attic in the first place.

“Peace is a lie,” she said.

It was a slogan of theirs that they loved. They followed it with another. “When I dominate, the chains are broken. Unlock the door.”

But her voice wavered. She said that she understood all that—the attic, the door, the key—but that she’d been having doubts lately. Her mind had taken over her heart and it was dragging her back toward normality. It was making her think of giving up and just flying back to the States and making peace with her family. He had to reassure her. If she left now, she would just be dragging her mental prison around with her. There would be no point to it. They were close to unlocking the door with the key that Aylin was giving them. Only a meaningfully violent act—an act straight out of their shared unconscious—could give meaning to their lives. That was the only atonement possible. It would atone for their privately endured destructions as well as damaging the prestige of the country which had made them. Thus Aylin reasoned they should strike at a prominent American target. There had been a moment of inspiration in Aylin’s mind when the goofy writer in Bodrum had let it be known that he was acquainted with the US consul in Istanbul. She had realized at once that it was a gift. True, it was disconcerting that after meeting the consul at the party she felt he was rather nice. But the even more disconcerting thing was that it didn’t matter. His being nice mattered less than that he was the consul and that he had even seemed to like her. Adam began to speak faster. There was a gala dinner in December. Tyler had asked Aylin to go with him. She was sure that she could get them all fake press passes. Think it over. And lying on her back, she did so; it was ambitious. She gazed up at Adam’s face and his long eyelashes, which looked as if he had smoothed them out with a dash of mascara. She asked him to stay the night. But he shook his head. He needed to see a client early in the morning.



IN THE END he stayed until the small hours and she slept with her arms around him. At two she was startled awake by a sound out in the stairwell as two or three men passed her door talking loudly in Kurdish. Their shadows passed along the crack under the door. She sat up with a cold sweat on her back and pulled her arm from under Adam’s neck. He was still asleep and for a moment she felt that the Kurdish voices out in the corridor were talking about them. She caught the tail end of a vanishing dream, which had been the real reason for her panicked awakening. She was in her father’s office at the Casa Careyes, sitting on his lap behind his desk while he dipped a Leonardo fountain pen into a pot of ink. He put down the pen for a moment and placed his hand on her thigh, the ink-smudged fingers stained with a lovely color known as “Ghost.” His hand pressed into her sunburned skin and she wondered if a scream would bring the maids running and inflict a long-overdue scandal upon the Romero household. His beard touched her cheek for a moment and the smell of his Herban Cowboy cologne came into her mouth. As she opened her eyes, however, and found herself in her room above the Bosporus, she recalled that this was not a dream but a memory doctored by her unconscious. The inky fingers and the eau de cologne had been real.

Wind blowing off the sea scattered dust particles across the window glass and her spine stiffened as she clenched her fists for a moment, then released them. From below the frozen surface of her half-awake mind came the idea of Bisharoo the money changer, and the subsequent idea that he of all people might be able to obtain for her a black market gun. These ideas had arrived together in her consciousness at the same moment, with the horror of things unearthed after death but still fresh.





ELEVEN

After the Halicarnassus back in August they drove to Priene in a car rented by Marco. On the way they passed the lake at Bafa, its steep slopes of olive trees bent over like old men, and in the late afternoon they found a beach. They made a fire and took some ketamine, then swam in the lake, four naked children proud of their bodies. Diana swam out further than the others and as she trod water, she gazed up at the sawtooth mountains looming above them. Such moments of solitude were a relief for her. But Aylin came swimming up beside her with a “You all right?” The older girl caught her hand under the water and shook her playfully like a gardener playing with a sapling. Diana saw a calculating confidence in the eyes which could even be seen in the way she effortlessly trod water. To be like that: to have an invincible indifference to the rest of the world. For a full minute Diana felt that she loved her. She wanted her all to herself, or else she wanted to be so similar to Aylin that no one could tell them apart.

“Tell me,” Aylin said, drawing her closer and closer. “I thought you were afraid of water. And yet here you are.”

“I am afraid of it.”

“I think you like being afraid of it. You like being afraid. It gives you a high.”

“Maybe it does.”

“You told me as a kid you used to swim out to sea near your family’s summer house in Mexico and wait for sharks to kill you.”

“I did.”

“So you wanted to die.”

Diana looked back to the shore where the two boys lay in the shade of a tree.

“When I was thirteen, it seemed the best way out.”

“Wanting to die seems pretty natural to me. It seems more natural than most things.”

“More natural than wanting to live?”

“Sometimes, yes.”

Aylin kissed her on the cheek.

“What if we drowned right now in this lake? I wouldn’t mind that much. I really wouldn’t.”

“I wouldn’t mind if we were together. I don’t want to die alone.”

“I’ve already decided about that.”

“I think I have too. I made up my mind when I was in the sea when I was thirteen.”

“I hear you.”

Diana looked down at her own body suspended in the lake water and could not see anything below her breasts. Her hands were as white as those of a corpse, chilled and dead. There was only the hot breath of the other girl on her face as if bringing her back to life. Like life flowing back into its natural receptacle.

Across the water came the rasp of cicadas nestled in the olives. She reached out and took Aylin’s nape in one hand and their foreheads touched. A thought passed between them but Diana could not quite grasp what it was. Something like a fatalistic intuition of the future, both concrete and calm.



DIANA WAITED THREE days before calling Bisharoo and inviting him to a one-room café on Cambaziye Mektebi. It was opposite a small hardware store where she had bought a secondhand alarm clock on her first day. She sat right by the street and looked at kuaför shops and rows of empty apartment windows. She had prepared in her head the awkward offer that she would make to him, the pretext she would offer, and when he finally appeared, the words came easily to her even if they were whispered. “So today it is not money,” he said, “but something different. I didn’t say that I dealt with such things. All I know are men who can help you. I cannot deliver anything to you myself.”

“What people?”

Reluctantly she called a waiter over and ordered. All she needed was a seller. She didn’t need to know anything about them.

“Call me tonight,” she said, “and tell me where to go.”

“If it gets out, it’s a big scandal. Ceebta Watergate.”

She laughed. “Is that what you call it?”

Later that day she locked her door and lay on the mattress with the burner next to her on her pillow. By nine Bisharoo had still not called. By eleven she was anxious but still she waited, listening to an audiobook. Now the previously unthinkable possibility that he would turn her in became far less unthinkable. Rewards were offered by the Turkish police for tips. Half an hour later he did call, and told her a place to be on the following night at 1 a.m., a small park in their neighborhood called Mustafa Paşa. She was to sit on a bench and wait.

On the night, she walked up the street called Milli Mudafaa with the sea moonlit behind her, rising gently through more of the tenements, some of them faced with blue mosaic facades. The bigger road at the top was still awake with small restaurants, and from it an alley called Turan Topal led into darker gloom as it connected to the park. The latter’s rows of benches were devoid of occupants by that time. The trees had begun to lose their summer shine and there she sat, early on purpose, and waited for Bisharoo’s contact. But by one he had not materialized. She dozed, head resting on one hand, until something made her stir. A man, mysteriously elegant and shabby at the same time, a Turk from the east perhaps, sat across from her and was watching her with amusement. Dressed in a black suit with leather sandals, he assessed her in a moment and then said “Beni takip et” and walked off toward the far end of the park. She followed and they made their way to a street called Sebzeci, which wound its way between silent apartment buildings, the ground-floor windows covered with metal grilles. At the top of this street the man glanced back at her before turning in to Ramazan Efendi, and soon they came to a low house with rose walls where he opened the front door and went in. She followed him into a long passageway where there was a murmuring of male voices in several rooms, and up ahead there was light coming from an open door. Here the man beckoned her to a room with low sofas and a desk, behind which stood a water fountain and a safe. He said, “Tea?” It was already there, hot and prepared, and he pulled out the chair from the client side of the desk for her to sit on. As she sipped, he brought up a fabric bag from which he extracted a handgun. He laid it on the table between them and asked her if she knew what it was. She shook her head. It was a Tisas M1911. Quite a common gun here. A very reliable model. He showed her how to load and use it and then handed it to her so she could weigh it in her hand and look it over. It came with a box of bullets which he would throw in free, though the price he now quoted was a little above the large sum she had brought with her in cash. They haggled for a minute until he came down to just below that sum.

She thought that he was anxious to offload the weapon. Perhaps it was linked to a recent crime. When the transaction was complete, he rose and she followed him back out. He was now affable; unquestionably he had ripped her off but she didn’t care. It was the price one paid for a smooth exchange. As he saw her to the street, meanwhile, he asked her questions about herself—an American woman living alone, needing a sidearm for self-protection, very young to be living in such a way and dependent on a money changer to keep her cash flow going? She shook his hand and they seemed to part on good terms. Since they would never see each other again, there was no need to know his name nor was there any necessity for him to know hers. In any case, she never saw Bisharoo again either.





TWELVE

Late in the season there was no traffic as they headed in a rented car toward the Black Sea coast and a place called Demirciköy. On the way they passed over hills dotted with sullen villas, little strip malls of bowling alleys and day spas, then ravines of forest sunk in a low mist. Some weeks had passed since Diana’s purchase and the weather had turned. Up in the hills the forests were already half bare. They passed through a long tunnel on the far side of which the ravines were populated by shacks where smoke merged into the mists and the trees towered over mossy cliffs. The road climbed until they could see the sea. As it leveled out they passed a few isolated houses. They pulled over and walked into the deep shade of the firs. When they came to the first clearing, they sat down and savored the dead silence. Marco got up and wandered across the clearing to a collapsed trunk that might serve for target practice.

They took turns shooting off rounds. Afterward they sat in the clearing and built a small fire. Marco picked up the spent bullet casings. Diana lay back and looked up at a cloudless blue sky. Aylin lay back in the grass as well and then drew up her knees. She said that they needed to choose who would kill the consul. She thought that it had to be Diana since Diana had the cool hand, the nerve, and out of the four of them she was the only one who had struck the trunk every time. The others agreed. Out of nothing, as if from one day to the next, the plan had formed.

One of them would rent a room inside the Kempinski for a week before the event and they would use it as a base. It ought to be Marco since he was the most used to five-star hotels. Aylin explained that she could arrange everything: cutting the lights inside the hotel at an agreed time, an escape for all four of them via the outdoor terrace which dropped down to the water, where a boat would pick them up. The jump was not very high; they could even fall into the water and be hauled out. In the pandemonium it was possible.

“As long as you all keep your nerve and stay calm. If you run, you will stand out. Walk slowly.”

She revealed that she had a childhood friend, Karol, who would help them, partly out of hatred for America and partly because she had already paid him a considerable fee.

“And who exactly is he?” Adam said.

Aylin turned to him in a way that suggested she had rehearsed what she said over and over. “It’s really better you don’t know. He’s an old friend from here. I trust him. We can trust him.”

Diana rose and shook the burrs out of her hair. Finally in her mind the unspoken had been spoken. Be fire, not like fire, she wanted to say to them. If I can think it, you can think it.

Adam shook his head slowly and said, “We should think it over.”

Marco agreed. “I can go either way. Speaking honestly, that jump into the sea in the dark—that might be more problematic than you think.”

“What of it?” Diana said.

Aylin nodded. “There’s no other way. The doors will be closed immediately. The Americans will be all over it.”

As well as the security detail they knew about, there were also likely to be Turkish plainclothes police. There were many layers to the man’s protective apparatus. They would have to elude them all in a few minutes of chaos and panic. The Kempinski, the former Çırağan Palace built by Sultan Abdulaziz in the 1860s, was a vast labyrinth now converted into Istanbul’s most expensive hotel, a warren of luxury shops, restaurants, guest rooms, ballroom and event rooms, conference centers and interconnected corridors serving as galleries.

To reach the outdoor terrace and pool from the old wing of the palace one had to pass along two long corridors on different levels connected by a steep staircase. The second corridor went through a series of luxury shops which would still be open at the time of the event. At a bend in the second corridor there was a sliding glass door that led onto the terrace and the water’s edge—and it was possible that many others might be taking the same escape route.

Aylin went on, “Diana will take the gun from Marco’s room and come to the dinner with the invite which Tyler will get for us all. Then, when the consul is at the podium reading…”

Diana felt the mist thickening around them. She got up, picking the gun from the grass, and strode into the middle of the clearing, cocking the weapon and firing the empty clip at the log, then—spinning around—firing at them.



AT THE END of the same road there was a restaurant, the Uzunya, shaped like a blue boat and its courtyard filled with anchor chains, dried pumpkins and a wooden sculpture of two mating dolphins. Its deck gave onto a beach framed by two headlands sinking into the dusk. Inside a fire burned. The bay had turned a dark indigo as the sun set. Far out at sea red and white ships emerged out of the mist and then disappeared. The wine came with shrimp salads and midye dolma, then roasted lantern fish. Aylin picked one up by its tail and held it to Adam’s chin.

“Behold, fener kavurma. Otherwise known as Fainthearted Adam Fish.”

He took it from her and put it in his mouth whole. Holding up his glass of red, he upended it to follow the fener. They all did the same. After three bottles and a round of raki Aylin and Diana walked down to the beach. A pack of dogs swirled around them. It was like the swim in the lake at Bafa, Aylin probing her younger friend.

“You’re sure about it? You could still say no if you want to, I’ll understand. We’d all understand.”

“No, I’m sure.”

“You looked sure back there.”

“I feel it.”

Aylin pressed herself against Diana and placed a hand on her shoulder, pulling her into an embrace.

“When you aimed the gun at us, it felt so thrilling. I thought, That’s the Diana I know is in there.”

Diana felt flattered and moved, she couldn’t stop herself trembling.

“I felt that too,” she said. “Like stepping out of the shadows…”

“… onto the stage.”

Aylin told her how proud she was of her. Diana was ceasing to think and act like a child.

They went back up to the restaurant. Marco was talking about the cars his father owned when he was growing up in Fiesole. In mid-sentence he called over a waiter. More raki came in ice-cold glasses with a pitcher of water. As they drank, the headlands on either side of the bay came into definition as the moon rose over the beach.

Adam wondered if they had really decided to cross into a criminal dimension, and the exile that would follow, where everything would be different. It seemed that they had.

He found himself wanting it. It would be a liberation, not a stunt but a necessary change of life. Why not? Why not fuck it up and disappear and reemerge somewhere else?





THIRTEEN

Historically the American consul occupied a house in a compound in Sarıyer near the consulate. But after four gunmen had attacked the consulate in 2015, and after the recent assassinations of the British consul and a Russian ambassador, it was decided to domicile the consul inside the consulate for their own good. Meltzer, however, insisted on living in a house a short distance away on a street called Osman Barlas. It had tall art deco gates surmounted by spikes and an array of cameras. The security team stayed in ground-floor rooms and if Meltzer wanted to walk around the elegant streets nearby, or descend to a café called Istinye Garden at the bottom of sloping Barlas, they went with him. He liked to recall that Sarıyer had once been the summer retreat of aristocrats and that some of them were no doubt still there. On the top floor of his residence he slept next to a balcony decorated with traditional woodwork and covered with glass; he took his breakfast at a modern glass table resting on a two-hundred-year-old kilim. The consulate had modernized the house and at the rear there was a small garden filled with palmettos protected by an outer wall and a second security gatehouse. Between three cypresses the sea could be seen on clear mornings but now he saw little more than mist and haze as he took his Turkish coffee.

He maintained a spacious office in the house, with tall windows looking seaward and over the palm tree garden. Above it was his bedroom, which he had filled with antiques, including a mounted pair of Janissary muskets. In the last days of October he kept waking during the night as thunder rocked the Sarıyer hills and squalls of cold rain beat against his belle epoque windows. His dreams had turned bad. He found himself wandering through the corridors of a decaying hotel somewhere in the Middle East. Drenched from a swim fully clothed, he was lost in the endless corridors. Eventually he stopped under a skylight, leaving wet footprints behind him. A man was staring at him from the far end of the corridors. They looked at each other without speaking.

He’d been waking at 5 a.m. At eight, his secretary Jennifer came to the second-floor office. She brought newspapers and took notes as they went through the day’s business. On one of those cool October days, they came to the arrangements for the December event at the Kempinski hotel.

“The top-floor ballroom is the best space,” she said.

“And they gave us a good rate?”

“They’re very happy we chose them.”

“Did you show them the guest list?”

“They were very pleased.”

“So, we’re at forty-eight guests, yes? I almost forgot. There’s an American writer I met at a party and his plus one. Tyler something.”

The secretary found the name. “Sedgewick.”

“Yes, that’s him. And his plus one?”

“Aylin.”

“He’s asked for three extra invites for his friends. They’re all young Westerners living here. We can do that, can’t we?”

“It’s not a problem.”

“What does the seating look like?”

Jennifer brought up the seating plan. Each seat had been allotted based on the male-female mix and on affinities between guests as calculated by age and profession. The evening had to be convivial. At the same time, they would have to do background checks on everyone. The Turkish police were working closely with the Americans on this. The consul tried to recall whom he had met from the General Directorate of the Turkish Public Order bureau, the Asayiş. He asked her to remind him; she said, “There’s a man called Yavuz.”

“Is he high up—at Public Order?”

“Pretty high up. No, he works at Intelligence.”

The İstihbarat. He didn’t recall anyone from there. Yet the name…

“Make a booking at that Latin American place for late in the afternoon. Lunch is a bit heavy with people like that. Five p.m. is good. Then it won’t be too long. Outdoors I think is better. They have heaters.”

The next week Meltzer had his meeting with Seyhmus Yavuz of the İstihbarat. The consul took his official car to the Six Senses on the Sarıyer waterfront. When he got to the Toro Latin on the second floor, he was running a little late and the high-level policeman, the emniyet amiri, was already there, smoking by himself at the end of a row of tables that offered a view: sea, low hills and a few flickering lights on the far shore. Meltzer still didn’t remember him. Meltzer took in his slim black suit as he came up, hand at the ready. Yavuz’s handshake was hard and commanding. Then the consul remembered that Yavuz had visited the consulate once. There was a packet of Maltepe cigarettes on the table.

“Call me David,” Meltzer said, and took the opposite end of the cushioned alcove seat. The tedious meeting, Meltzer considered, might be quite pleasant after all. Did Yavuz drink?

“I’m observant, but I don’t mind sometimes.”

“But are you on duty?”

A faint smile. “On duty, but out of sight.”

“They make a great cocktail here called Basil the Pirate. White rum and foamer.”

“I’ll take a tea.”

“All right.” The consul called over a waiter.

Yavuz put out his cigarette. “I should really stop,” he said. “My wife says I’ll die young.”

Now the consul also recalled how perfect the man’s English was. School abroad, probably. Or Intelligence Bureau language training. He was the perfect man to deal with foreigners.

“I’m grateful,” Meltzer said, “that you’ve taken time to go over our guest list for December 6. It’s quite a chore. No assassins, I take it?”

“We weeded them out.”

“Well done.”

They laughed. What a shame, Meltzer thought, that he’d turned down the Basil the Pirate.

“So, there’s just my writer friend Tyler. He’s not with Hamas, is he?”

“We’ve looked into him. No Hamas affiliations.”

“Thank goodness.”

“He hasn’t published anything yet though. It seems a little strange for a man his age. He’s struggling a bit.”

“I think he mentioned something about a book he was doing.”

“Yes, but to be honest it doesn’t quite add up for me. There’s something odd about him.”

“Odd? You know we were at school together?”

“Yes. But he can’t be the person you knew when you were fifteen.”

The consul laughed this off.

“He’s just a mid-level writer who came here to revive his career. I completely understand that.”

“Surely. But it’s odd that he fell in with those American students. Your office forwarded their names to me. I’m bound to point out that they were all at school together, a remedial school in California for well-to-do delinquents. There was some evidence of arson. Does it not bother you?”

The drinks arrived. “Christ,” Meltzer muttered, letting the shot of rum cool him down. “I certainly don’t think we should get excited about remedial schools ten years ago. A fair number of people I know have children at those sorts of places. It doesn’t mean they’re bad apples. People do grow up. As for Tyler I don’t really care what he’s writing. I really don’t. The fact that he’s an old school friend is enough for me, to be frank. I’ve shaken his hand hundreds of times.”

“I’m glad to hear that. Still, meeting you may not have been as coincidental as you imagine. Did he strike you as unusual in any way? My guess, truly, is that he was looking for you. He probably wants something from you since you are, after all, the main American in town.”

“He might have been.” The consul unexpectedly finished his drink much quicker than he had intended to do. “Pretty devious of him. He was just studying me then. But why does it matter anyway?”

“I can’t say either way, and maybe as you say, it doesn’t matter much. We’ll keep vetting all the guests anyway.”

Meltzer raised a hand and got himself a second Pirate. He leaned toward the waiter. “Put a tad more rum in it this time, will you?”

“Evet efendim.”

The consul now thought of the half-Turkish girl he’d met at Lenkov’s. He remembered her delicate collarbones and the peach tone of her cheeks on a night of high summer. She was all right, just a little naive and in love with herself.

When it came down to it, he liked the young. They didn’t have that much to hide and yet they tried to hide it all the same. It was amusing, because they liked being seen through by the older ones desperate for their sexual favors. It was the most ancient of all ancient human games. But then the children of the wealthy were a different order of enigma altogether. “Children of wolves” was how one of his colleagues had once put it. Yet the consul thought of his calm, placid and capable secretary Jennifer, whose father was in the diplomatic corps. Also a child of the rich, but not at all given to being enigmatic or difficult. Still, since he had mentioned the children of his friends who had been committed to therapeutic schools, he was bound to wonder how common such dark arrangements really were. Was there a wave of madness in the cultural air? A few months earlier one of his staff had come to him with a story about a cult of affluent student scientists called the Zizians. One was an Oxford graduate named Maximilian Snyder who had killed his landlord in California with a samurai sword; two others of the same group—one of them Snyder’s fiancée, Teresa Youngblut—were involved in a gunfight with a Border Patrol officer in Vermont. At their Vermont hotel other guests had spotted them wearing body armor and carrying automatic weapons. But no one knew who the Zizians were. They were all data scientists obsessed with AI, half of them were transgender. They followed an obscure leader in California called Jack “Ziz” LaSota. At a given moment all members had disappeared simultaneously from their social milieus. The case would probably have never reached wider media audience if the Border Patrol agent had not been killed. But there it was. The thing was an oddity which had stuck in his mind—another enigma of the elite young.

“There is one other thing,” Yavuz said. “We have informants in a neighborhood called Gaziosmanpaşa—one of our darker districts which you have probably never visited. An informant there told us that a dealer had been asked to obtain a handgun. The buyer was a young American girl. I haven’t been able to establish her name or appearance but the dealer would probably be able to ID her. Alas, he has gone to ground. And for obvious reasons.”



RETURNING TO THE mansion in the hills, Meltzer went through his correspondence during an evening of heavy rain and wind, drinking cups of Turkish coffee. To soothe himself he put on Mahler’s Fifth. He thought about the story told to him by Yavuz. He didn’t buy it. Nobody at the consulate had ever expressed any alarm about the young Americans appearing in Turkey. There, it was ISIS and Sunnis and little else. Within an hour he had put the whole thing out of his mind.

Opening the Hikmet book he had gotten from Tyler, he copied out the number and email and thought about sending him a note apologizing for such a tardy greeting. He was about to do so when his phone rang. It was a socialite he had met earlier that year, a gay billionaire. Ayhan Onursal’s family had made its fortune supplying tires for the Turkish Army during the war of 1922. He was a playboy in his early thirties whose mansion on the water was famous for its homoerotic art collections. He walked to the windows with the phone and tasted the wild sea air blowing in from the storm. Ayhan was at home in his bath and was calling to invite Meltzer to a masked ball—or an “unmasked ball” as he put it—at his palace later in the month. Would the consul come?

“Can I bring guests?”

“You can do whatever you like.”

The consul thought about Tyler. There was something attractive about him, something a bit doomed and washed up, but charming. He could ask the old schoolmate from Groton and his friends to come along. He wanted to get a better look at them anyway.

“I never got an invitation to a ball I could turn down,” he said. “But remember, consuls don’t dance.”

“It’s the perfect title for your autobiography, David. If you ever write it.”

Meltzer sat at his desk and wrote Tyler a note.


Dear Tyler

Apologies for taking so long to be in touch. You know how busy the consulate gets. Are you well? I have much enjoyed reading these poems, and I thank you once again for getting me onto Hikmet. Wonderful stuff.

I was wondering if I might interest you in a party I’ve been invited to. A ball rather than a party, I would say. A very grand house on the water. You can think about it anyway. I’ll send on details a bit later. You may bring the girl if you want to. Want to think it over? I would certainly like to see you again.

Very best

David



He read through “Ninth Anniversary,” then took a picture of it on his phone and sent it to Jennifer. What do you think? he wrote her. Do you think it will offend our guests on the 6th or get them applauding? I’d love your opinion. I rather think they’ll admire my erudition.





FOURTEEN

As Marco traveled down Çırağan Avenue on his way to the Kempinski, he looked up at long walls covered with posters of Atatürk: Atatürk teaching Roman letters on a blackboard, Atatürk swimming in the Mediterranean. The street was almost dark under orange lamps. Six o’clock: the hour of pastis or prayers. At the Kempinski he went into the lobby restaurant called Gazebo. Under indoor palms and in elevated blue pots were what looked like huge birdcages.

For a moment he scanned the room until one of the staff came up to him and asked him if he needed any help. Marco was carrying a suitcase and so it appeared that he was intending to check in.

“I’m just taking a look,” he said to the staff member. “I’ve never been here before.”

“I see, sir. If you are checking in, the reception desk is over here.”

Marco presented his passport at reception. Did he have a booking? Marco Ricci, yes.

“For eight weeks?”

“Yes. I’m recovering from an operation. I’ll pay in advance. I’ll settle up incidentals at the end of every week.”

“Then I’ll take your card if I may.”

He was taken up to his room in the new wing. On the fourth floor they went through a series of plush landings with dark red velvet sofas, vases of white lilies and decorative gold screens. Corridors carpeted in red Ottoman designs led to guest rooms angled to offer views of the sea. On the walls of his room there were prints of Turkish street scenes captioned in Latin. A balcony looked down upon the outdoor swimming pool, the rooms opposite, and in the distance the Maiden’s Tower. The room itself was private. There would not even be any need to keep the heavy curtains closed. It was exactly what Aylin had asked for. He called her sitting on the bed with his shoes off and said simply “Done,” then hung up. Their agreement was that he would stay there quietly for a few weeks without doing much. Be seen at the restaurants and bars, become a familiar figure. Spend a lot of money.

On the waterside promenade a woman stood alone by one of the lamps looking up at the windows of the new wing. She saw Marco, drew on a cigarette and then turned away. The haughty look made him smirk. He was among his people, which was to say the monied and idle, and yet they disgusted him just as much as they had when he was very young. He thought of Sultan Abdulaziz, whose palace it had once been, who had committed suicide there by cutting his own throat. Its opulence had not been enough to salvage his sanity, any more than wealth had salvaged the sanity of Marco’s Florentine family. He called down to reception and booked a table at one of the restaurants. This done, he walked through the lobby and the reception desks; beyond were long hallways with autographed photographs on the walls. Prince Philip, Oprah, Mert Alaş. He timed himself as he went while taking pictures on his phone, until he reached the end of the new wing. Two statues of turbaned boys held pine cone lamps at the end of their staffs. He stepped onto the terrace by the swimming pool. The edge of the terrace and the sea were only a thirty-second walk from the door. Returning to the corridor, he made a note of the luxury shops. An Adamo fashion outlet, a Milimetric tailor and a jewelers called Azura. He found the stairs which Aylin had also mentioned. He took a few images of the corridor behind him, then climbed the stairs to yet another corridor. This led directly into the old wing of the palace. The landing on the first floor was a maze of polished marble floors, with scores of chandeliers lighting its pale gray Moorish columns and its golden tables. There was a sales conference on the floor above. Sikayetvar, Achievement in Customer Excellence.

Once on the second floor he looked down at the courtyard space, which was dominated by a single massive chandelier. On all sides there were anterooms, seating areas with large neo-impressionist paintings of court life. He sat there for a while and calculated the dimensions of these spaces. Then he got up and wandered in the main event room, which he assumed would be where the consul would hold his event. He took a picture and explored some of the other rooms not being used that night. One was a ballroom. He walked along its high windows from where the lights of the Ortaköy bridge could be seen. To rejoin the first-floor corridor leading back to the new wing one had to go down the escalators or take the grand staircase. Tugra, the restaurant he had booked, was on this lower floor. The restaurant was like a salon in a different century, a great oil of Old Istanbul visible on the side of tall velvet sashes parted in the middle. The staff took him out to the terrace with its imposing columns open to the night wind, and he sat in a corner and ordered the most expensive champagne on the list, and a Bosporus bluefish cooked in fennel and some sweet potatoes. He took a picture for Aylin and sent it to her. Where the pigs eat, he wrote. Pigs like us and our beautiful ancestors. As he did this a cruise ship sailed past him with the red neon word Lufer breaking the darkness, and he took a picture of this too with the caption Lucifer is sailing by. Says hello. He drank more champagne as the restaurant slowly emptied out.

The Saudi women in hijabs, the wandering Lebanese husbands with their Russian girls. For some reason they made him think of his empty loft on Ramillies Place near Carnaby Street, which he had bought with his inheritance when he had turned twenty-one and which by now must have become a little desolate. The utilities were paid automatically and nobody would come calling, and after a few weeks the messages from his girlfriends would stop. The neighborhood was too international and corporate for him to be missed. Every day he walked past an arresting piece of graffiti: A transverse reality expands into varied dimensions. He was moving from one dimension into another as all the Gnossiennes were, disappearing, appearing, then disappearing again. You were bound to feel lost and the feeling of being lost was bound to become permanent.

After dinner he found a way to a secluded terrace that had staircases leading down to the water. It must have been where boats came and went in Abdulaziz’s day. An idea came to him. This was the exit they should use.



HE SOON FELT at home in his suite, eating breakfast alone in his room and then waiting until evening to claim the same outdoor table at Tugra even as the nights grew colder. On those occasions they gave him a blanket to put over his knees as he ate while downing a chilled bottle of Suvla Kinali Yapincak. During the day he took more photos, measured distances, sat in certain places to see who passed and which places were ignored. He wanted to get a feel for the staff and their habits. In Tugra he was greeted as a loyal customer, almost a fixture, and one who outspent everyone else.

He thought of his two brothers who had gone into Milanese banking. In many ways the Kempinski was not dissimilar—if the scales were adjusted—to the Ricci villa sitting on the top of its hill in Fiesole, among cypresses and his grandmother’s agrumi trees. But that little fascist world had more charm. What made them similar was their atmosphere of time having stopped. The hotel, like his childhood home, was a kind of tomb inside which egos went to sleep.

One morning a service man from the hotel came to his room asking to check the toilet. As the man was about to enter the bathroom, he handed Marco a letter. Marco noticed a small tattoo on the man’s left hand near the base of his thumb. It was a dark blue star. The man smiled at him, a small figure with a slightly lopsided gait. When he left, Marco opened the envelope. It was from Aylin. Go up to the cistern and look inside. Do not remove anything. Strapped to the inside with pieces of duct tape was the Tisas with a box of bullets. He messaged her. Received. Left as is.

That night Aylin sent him a text to say she would join him for dinner at Tugra. As he sat on the terrace in the middle of a dramatic sea fog, the portable heater burning above his head and ships’ horns echoing in the obscurity, he wondered how she would look tonight. For all the time he had known her since they were teenagers her appearance had changed from month to month, blonde hair to black to brown, then back to blonde again. She loved colored contact lenses and a subtly sculpting razor.

She was dressed for a high-end restaurant and the hair was still short and a little darker; she wore silver earrings and her face was immaculately made up. She looked lean and poised, confident in black heels. She shot him a smile and he got up to kiss her cheek. Annick Goutal, he thought, catching the perfume dabbed behind the ear. They brought out another heater and there was some anxiety about the cold and the fog. Aylin flashed her Turkish: It was fine, she liked it. Biz iyiziz. When she settled down, he saw that tonight her eyes were green. She made a toast with the Suvla. “We’re still here and billions are in their graves.”

He said, “No justice, no hors d’oeuvres.”

It was a Gnossienne joke, at which she tapped his glass.

“How’s your vacation, Marco Ricci?”

He shrugged.

“Dragging along. So who was that brute who came to my room in drag?”

“My friend. You don’t need to know his name.”

Marco let this go.

“I’ve been studying the hotel every day and night. I think I know every square inch of it and everyone who works here.”

It seemed to him that she didn’t want to talk about it. It wasn’t the moment. She had entered a different mood for the evening, as if she wanted only to play and sparkle and consume. Always on the run, he thought.

She tapped his glass a second time. “It’s good to see you alone for a change. I haven’t seen the others for a while.”

“Nor me.”

“Adam is still selling art and making a fortune. He’s good at it.”

“He’s smooth. Always was. How is Tyler—has he finally fallen for you?”

“He’s getting there. I spent three days at his place. I gave the house a thorough search but I couldn’t find anything. Seems he broke up with a girl in New York last year but he rarely mentions her.”

“Broken heart?”

“No, it’s not that. End of the rope more like.”

“And then you appeared.”

“I can’t help appearing. It’s his midlife crisis, not mine. It’s like watching a controlled explosion. Maybe we all get to that point.”

“Did he finish his novel?”

“He didn’t even start it. Yet he’s very pleased with himself for some reason. I don’t really understand people like that. He went to Groton but he grew up anxious.”

“Money?”

“His dad ran a garage. That’s the part of him I like. He’s not fake at least. I’ll give him that. He’s not fake enough to succeed, I suppose you could say.”

“His life is about to get pretty terrible,” Marco said with obvious amusement. “But it’s his fault for playing around in a foreign city. He’s not equipped for that.”

“Writers.”

“They’re afraid of change—like the poor.”

Marco then leaned over to add something in a quieter voice.

“Look at the way the staff are looking at us. They think we’re celebrities. We soon will be.” He leaned back and gulped down a whole glass. “I don’t know. At one point I wanted a quiet life. I had it in London for a bit.”

“Living in your little Soho loft and running after girls? You can’t be serious.”

“I had it at the Valley. So did you.”

“That we did.” She seemed nostalgic for a moment. “Do you remember night swimming at Walter’s Dock?”

“Of course. Something occurred to me the other day. Maybe we’re just trying to get back to those days. That sense of certainty we had. Because we were all inside a barbed-wire fence. You know what I mean. We were determined to have a revolt inside the Valley and burn it all down. I never figured out why we didn’t do it.”

“Fear of prison.”

“We’re not afraid of prison now, apparently.”

“We’ve already done our time in prison as far as I’m concerned. We’re not going back to prison—we’re getting out of it.”

“Do you remember,” he said, “telling us we should kill our parents? I thought about that a lot. I wondered if I could do it.”

“I always used to fantasize about being an orphan when I was little. I thought that would be bliss.”

“We are now.”

She nodded, noticed the lipstick on her glass and wiped it away with her napkin.

“By the way,” he said then, “I’ve found a better way to get to the water. There.”

And he gestured toward the wide and empty terrace below them with its staircases plunging down toward the sea. He took her down there after they had finished dinner and they walked down to the balustrade overlooking the water. All they could hear was the slop of water against the stone. She turned to face the sea and across the waters were beams of light from the Maiden’s Tower. They turned blue, then pink, flashing on and off as if they were sending Morse code messages into the cloud cover. Luminous signs and wonders for those in the know.

“There was somewhere I wanted to take you after dinner,” she said then, clearly not wanting to think about December 6 at that moment. “Shall we let it be a surprise?”

“Not a nightclub. I’m not in the mood.”

“No, something different. I think you’ll enjoy it. If you don’t, you can always leave.”

One can always leave, he thought. But of course, there was one thing it was too late for him to leave now.



AS THEIR TAXI drove to the bridge over to Fatih, Aylin told him that she wanted to show him something, that was all. They approached a narrow street in Karagündüz, a poor and devout neighborhood near the Fatih Mosque. Down a dark alley were beggar women, and men going toward a Sufi lodge, or tekke, called Nûreddin Cerrâhî, named after the dervish saint. Once inside they had to separate. Women went to a gallery while men sat on the ground floor. Marco went in with the men. Looking up at the gallery, he could not see Aylin behind a screen. A few boys came forward to show him where to sit at the edge of the dance space while drummers began to rouse the dancers. They were men in tall camel hair hats which represented the tombstone of their egos, as Adam had once told him; it seemed now like long ago. Their heads fell to one side as they whirled, arms flying. And so the participants turned in a circle to the drummers, panting like a war band, and his mind moved with them, circling around the nothingness with which they were anxious to merge. Soon, losing his hold on time, his heart began to accelerate and he gripped the edge of his seat. Then he understood why Aylin had brought him there. A movement can be a hundred people, a million, or four—all it has to do is unify and abolish the individual.

One of the younger acolytes brought him tea and sugar and then sat by his side as if to reassure him. He drank it with a shaking hand. For some time he considered getting up and joining them, but he was not a Muslim, it could not happen.

His heart raced. And yet, paradoxically, he felt calm. At the center of the turning wheel of dancers there was a stillness, the black heart of a whirlpool, and he felt it, knowing that from the gallery and from behind the screen that concealed her, Aylin was watching him understand it.





FIFTEEN

May I ask where you are?” Tyler said to Knight the following evening by phone.

“We’re in Paris. My wife has set her heart on a maisonette here and I didn’t even know what maisonettes were until last Wednesday.”

Only a four-hour flight away then.

“It’s good you’re almost in the same time zone,” Tyler said. “Are you thinking of coming over?”

“Tyler, that’s exactly what we were thinking of doing. I feel I ought to confront her physically.”

“Maybe you should let me keep an eye on her for you for the time being and you’ll know she’s all right.”

For a moment Knight spoke to his wife. “You’re right,” Knight resumed. “I feel relieved to know that you found her and that now we know where she is. Meanwhile I’d appreciate it if you kept this all to yourself as usual and as you say you keep an eye on her. She’s not up to no good, is she?”

“Honestly, I think she’s just being young and having fun. You know how it is.”

“Glad to hear it. If she gets into trouble, I’m not bailing her out. All right, I am bailing her out, but she’s not to know that.”

“Understood, sir.”

Knight said he hoped that Tyler’s investigation was going as well as he had claimed and that the disturbances in Istanbul weren’t alarming him.

“We see it on the TV every night at the hotel.”

Tyler said that he suspected that Chana was not paying much attention to political events. Her problems, like her pleasures, as far as he could tell, were mostly of a private nature.

“That doesn’t make them less toxic,” Knight retorted. “And I’m not sure I believe you.”

“Perhaps not. But I can be pretty confident she’s not going to get into any kind of political trouble over here.”

“I’m glad to hear that too. I feel like she’s in good hands, and God knows she doesn’t deserve it.”

“No, sir.”



AS KNIGHT AND Tyler were talking, Seyhmus Yavuz was sitting in a mall called Watergarden in the Asian neighborhood of Ataşehir. It was close to his home and he had asked his source among the gun dealers to meet him at a café on the ground floor called Alaçatı Muhallebicisi, named for a famous rice and milk pudding of which he was fond. From the window where he sat with his glass bowl of muhallebi sprinkled with pistachios he looked out over a fountain surrounded by modern buildings of a kind which he detested. Even the famous Alaçatı had gone downhill in his unpopular opinion. There was little that one could do. The heart of a culture dies piece by piece. Every living thing, as it said on a gates of a famous cemetery in Istanbul, will taste death. His two guards converged on the doors and a small and ragged man explained to them why he was there. They let him through and Yavuz looked up in such a way that the visitor knew exactly whom he was there to meet. They had met before and he knew that Baris was afraid of him. Rarely did a low-level weapons trader from the underworld get to meet an emniyet amiri from the İstihbarat. Yavuz promised not to arrest him on the condition that Baris continue to supply him with information which he could not easily acquire by other means. Therefore they had an uneasy arrangement. When Baris sat across from him, Yavuz called over a waitress and ordered him a cup of salep, the hot drink of winter made from crushed orchids. As he sipped it, Yavuz asked him about the American girl he had met in Yenikapı on the night he had sold her a handgun. Did he know her age, her job, her reasons to be living in the city? And had he not asked her why she needed a handgun? It was surely the first time in his life that he had sold such a thing to an American girl. It was extremely strange. “I would not have done it,” Baris said, “if I wasn’t going to tell you. I swear on the Quran.”

“Let’s leave the Quran out of it, shall we? The last time we talked on the phone you told me that she didn’t tell you her name. Is that true?”

Definitely it was.

“What did you notice about her appearance then?”

Baris offered his impression of her. She looked undernourished and her hair was obviously dyed.

“You could tell she did it herself. Cheap dye—dark brown.”

“Makeup?”

“None.”

“Cheap clothes as well?”

“Normal student clothes.”

“May I ask you to draw a sketch of her best you can? Here, in my notebook.”

Baris did as he was asked. To Yavuz his poor drawing skills did not matter. He just needed one feature of the girl which had stood out for the dealer. A mole, a striking nose—anything would do. What emerged, however, was a bland and featureless cartoon face.

“Did she have a pierced ear at least?”

“Not that I noticed.”

“The roots of her hair—were they a different color?”

“They might have been lighter. It was dark though. Maybe a light chestnut color.”

“And the rest?”

“Much darker, like I said.”

Perhaps she was trying to pass herself off as Turkish.

“And she paid cash, like you said.”

“Of course.”

“Do you have the serial number of the gun?”

Baris leaned over the notebook a second time and wrote down the number.

Though what good will it do now? Yavuz thought pessimistically. He looked at the drawn face again. A girl who had appeared on his radar out of nowhere and then vanished. Yet he had felt in his gut that it had been worth mentioning it to the consul. Yavuz then called his driver and asked him to be ready to drive up to Üsküdar in ten minutes. He wanted to take a quick look at the mansion of a man called Ayhan Onursal. Yavuz had heard that there was to be a big party there to which the consul had been invited. He didn’t know much about Onursal but his name rang a bell somewhere in his mind. The family was known. Perhaps they had called in favors from the police at some time. It had also occurred to him that since Onursal and the consul were both gay, they might even be lovers.

The billionaire’s house stood right on the water and on the side of the road behind it there was a low gatehouse and stylish wooden barriers. His driver parked on the other side of the road and Yavuz went to peer over the manicured gardens descending to the sea. The guard noticed him and came out. Yavuz refrained from showing his badge and merely said that he was curious about such a beautiful house. Beyond the trees he could see a considerable mansion, its windows lit up. The gates were so close to the sea that he could hear people shouting on the tourist cruise boats passing by. Politely thanking the guard, Yavuz walked back to his car and asked the driver to take him further up the same Asian coastal road to the neighborhood of the Küçüksu. The old Ottoman hunting lodge there, the Küçüksu Pavilion, contained a café where he often liked to think and drink tea. It was a place popular with conservative Muslim families and he could lose himself a little as he gazed over the water to the Rumeli Castle on the European side.

When he had entered the police academy in Istanbul at the age of eighteen, this had been one of his favorite spots. The quiet atmosphere reminded him of the east, of the town of Elâziğ where he had grown up. Three years in the Children’s Bureau after graduation and he had gone almost every day to the Küçüksu Pavilion after work. Then his superiors had sent him back east on anti-terrorist duties in a place called Bingöl and the Küçüksu Pavilion was replaced by lonely checkpoints on the steppe plains and life in police compounds, Kurds lobbing grenades at the security details of which he was then a part. A bullet had taken off a slice of his ear. Later he had gone to Malatya, also in the east, where service was mandatory for academy graduates. It was to habituate them to violence, to toughen them up and to acclimatize them to the minds of terrorists. The men from the east had that reputation anyway, and he was one of them.

In the east he had refound his sense of mystery and fatalism. A bomb once failed to go off at the checkpoint where he was standing all day, because the terrorist had bungled the fuse; a sniper bullet fired at the car of a district governor whom he was protecting passed through his door but didn’t touch him. It was clear that Allah was preserving him. Perhaps Allah too was looking out for the consul, even though he was a Christian. The previous evening Yavuz had walked across the Kempinski roof with members of the Terörle Mücadele, the Terrorism Unit, along with two American agents. They had agreed on where to place snipers for the evening of the 6th.

They had deferred to Yavuz as someone who had invaluable experience of being shot at by snipers—it made for nuanced jokes. Nevertheless they had satisfied the Americans. The sniper team would be directed toward the water since it was from the sea that an attack was most likely to come, if such a thing were to ever happen. It was where the hotel was most vulnerable, and all possibilities had to be covered. This was Yavuz’s decision. One was to be positioned in front of the terrace below the Tugra restaurant, where staircases led down to the water. They had arranged to place arc lamps there and to keep them lit until well after the event was over. It would be a Terörle man whom Yavuz knew from academy days. Allah would be guiding him too. May his eyes be protected.

Yavuz had begun to think once again about the Kempinski because there was something that did not quite satisfy him about the arrangements they had made. There was something missing. Calling over one of his guards who was seated at the next table, he asked him to accompany him to the Kempinski. He wanted to walk through the place and see what he had missed. They drove over to the European side and the two men walked unidentified into the lobby of the Kempinski while the second guard and the driver stayed in the car. Yavuz told the guard he had brought with him to stay in the lobby and take note of guests coming and going, being mindful of anyone unusual looking. There was a fashion event that night and the place was crowded. Yavuz then walked down the long corridor that led to the old wing and he found that it looked quite different when you went through it at night and alone. When he came to the last section leading to the old wing, he stopped by one of the jewelry store windows. On the far side of the racks of diamond earrings the owner peered back at him, and just as Yavuz was about to go in and ask him a few questions, he sensed someone walking down the corridor in the opposite direction. Half turning, he met the eyes of a stout, almost plump foreigner with curly hair going toward the new wing with a kind of bright and volatile unrest in his eyes. They nodded to each other and Yavuz saw that he was sweating. Quietly Yavuz followed him until Marco reached the elevators in the lobby which accessed the new wing. Yavuz noted that he went to the fourth floor, and then took the elevator up himself. From the seating area in front of the elevators the corridors went left and right. Turning left, he went round a corner and caught sight of the boy at the far end before he disappeared.





SIXTEEN

On the evening of Ayhan’s ball Tyler went to the ferry station indicated on the invite, where he had been told Ayhan’s private boat would be waiting to take him and his guest over to Üsküdar. He waited for Aylin as the light faded and the minarets of the Şemsi Ahmet lit up. He looked at his watch: She was late. After twenty minutes he sensed that he was being watched by a man reading a paper by the ticket gates. The man’s eye seemed to slip over the top of the page and find Tyler. During the previous weeks Tyler had been at something of a loose end as he pursued the three Americans and the Italian boy who never seemed to materialize as he wished. Aylin herself had once again run off and he’d had no success in nailing her down.

But now she came up to him from behind and lightly touched his back, causing him to start. They hadn’t seen each other for some weeks and it was immediately obvious to him that this bothered her far less than it bothered him. She had slipped quietly out of his reach, leaving neither a number nor an address, always the ghost. But he affected indifference. It then occurred to him that if he was being watched, it might be by people that Knight had hired to check up on him.

Aylin was dressed up for the night: a Chinese cheongsam-style dress in black. Her face was heavily made up. So much for the hippie girl dancing at Echoes from Agartha in the desert caves of Cappadocia. The Ayhan motor launch appeared out of the fog and they crossed over to Üsküdar. She accepted a drink from the crew and then asked Tyler about Ayhan, though he did not reveal that he was aware of the man’s relationship to Adam. “I usually don’t go to these sorts of things,” he said. “But it was generous of the consul to invite us. I even bought a cheap suit.”

At the house they entered a vestibule where there was an elevator. From inside the palace there came the muffled sound of high-pitched voices and trance music. The doors opened into one of the palace’s imposing rooms, where more staff were checking people’s names against the guest list. The space was filled with people in evening wear holding little black masks on sticks, and in the center of it stood a stuffed African rhino with horns painted gold. They were given masks, and passed through multiple rooms until they were near the room with the dance party, when Aylin pulled Tyler to a stop and said, “Can we wait here a bit and breathe?” They were in a small green room with sofas and avant-garde art which Onursal collected. There were some Taner Ceylan pieces on the walls, some photographs by Pinar Yolaçan showing old women dressed in garments of raw steaks. They sat and Tyler asked her about Adam and the others. Had she had invited them as he had suggested, and did she think they had come? Aylin just said it was their decision to come or not.

They went into the dance room and danced, Tyler holding her hips and moving her gently side to side while feeling her giving way a little mentally. The ambiguity of their relationship remained, but it didn’t prevent them from temporarily forgetting it either. While he felt she must have had doubts about his age, maybe people living together in a foreign city were bound to find something in common. Or there was something about him that she missed. “Why don’t we cut out?” he said into her ear. “We could swim back to Europe.” But after an hour they were still there wandering into the cooler air of Ayhan’s terrace, which ran around the whole house, and where Tyler was sure he would eventually find the consul. A little orchestra there were playing the beautiful and stately “Sazkar Peshref,” which Aylin knew. Shisha pipes, baklava and şekerpare were served, and when they sat together, estranged from everyone else, they could see the Kempinski lit up through the fog.



WHEN TYLER AND Aylin had got in their launch to go to the party, Yavuz folded his paper and followed them down to the water’s edge to a smaller boat waiting for him. A man from his department would pilot him over to the same party. Yavuz huddled in the little boat as the rain began, his mind filled with contradictory expectations. Now he had seen Aylin again, and there was a theory forming in his mind about these young Americans. He knew there was more of them and that they clustered around the half-Turkish girl. They had fallen in with the writer and the writer had fallen in with the consul. It didn’t feel quite right, as he had said to Meltzer, since the writer was over the hill and struggling while they were rich and had not yet reached their hill. Maybe he needed something from them. Perhaps Tyler was the hub of a wheel that was already turning.

At the mansion, Yavuz showed his badge and quietly asked the staff to direct him to Ayhan the host. He wanted to have a private word. Yavuz was shown into a small boudoir whose walls were covered with images of historic sultans. There was Selim the Drunkard, who died from a fractured skull after slipping on a bathhouse floor. When Ayhan entered the room, Yavuz turned to find himself before an elfin man with a sculpted mustache and dressed in a black cotton suit. Ayhan, inviting him to sit, asked what he might be able to do for him.

“I came uninvited,” Yavuz said, “for which I owe you an apology. It was the American consul himself who told me he was coming here tonight. I am just following up on his movements. The consulate is aware. As you know we work very closely with the Americans when it comes to consular security. We have been hearing things. You can understand, at the İstihbarat—”

“On the telephone wires?”

“If you like to put it that way.”

“So you know David?”

“I met him, yes. Are you two friends?”

Ayhan shrugged and smiled.

“You know how it is. We have many things in common.”

“I was wondering if you knew the guests he came with. There’s an American writer called Tyler Sedgewick and a half-Turkish girl. Did he mention them to you?”

“He must have, yes. I think he did in fact. But there were three others too who were supposed to be coming.”

“Three?”

“I can’t remember their names. I can ask David for you if you’d like.”

“No, no. Don’t bother him now. I just wanted to know if they were here.”

“I couldn’t tell. We have hundreds in tonight and most of them are absolutely awful people.”

They laughed.

“Were they boys or—”

“Two boys, one girl,” Ayhan said.

“I thought it might be prudent to look out for them. But of course I don’t have descriptions.”

“Nor do I, I’m afraid. Are they all American?”

“I believe so, yes. I might be able to find them myself then.”

“I wouldn’t want you to spoil the mood of the party, Mr. Yavuz. Can we keep it low-key?”

“Of course. I’m sorry.”

“David’s not in any trouble, is he?”

“Not that I’m aware of. His private life is none of my business. I’ve just had a few tips that I can’t discuss, which concern the American community.”

“I see.”

Ayhan glanced at his watch.

“You’ll have to forgive me, Mr. Yavuz. I think you should stay and enjoy the party. We have an orchestra playing on the terrace. Can I show you the way?”

“With pleasure.”

Ayhan left Yavuz at the covered terrace and Yavuz looked over the guests. He didn’t see David Meltzer. It was just as well. He didn’t want to bump into him quite yet. He wanted to find the young Americans and their middle-aged writer guru. He had made up his mind to pose as an investment banker and get one of them talking. Then he saw what looked like a fairly typical college-age American girl go past him with an orange in her hand. She too had just come from the dance floor, her mouth turned down in a strange, dour expression. She wasn’t wearing a party dress, just what looked like black pajamas. He walked after her and he soon saw that she was staggering as she pushed her way through the people. Stoned or drunk, he thought. He followed her into a long corridor away from the party and she groped along it, steadying herself with one hand as he caught up with her.

“Are you all right?”

Diana turned to face him and her eyes were wild.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“I’m a friend of Ayhan and Tyler. Haven’t we met?”

“Tyler who?”

Her hand had reached up to the papered wall and left there a damp stain. She began to slump and he held her up, moving her along until they could find a chair for her to sit on. It was in yet another small room, its chairs covered with plastic sheets. She got her breath back on one of these and her head cleared. She looked around herself, then at Yavuz, and then she remembered where she was.

“I don’t know you,” she said. “I don’t know Ayhan either.”

“You know Tyler though?”

“Who says?”

“I thought I saw you with him.”

He asked if she wanted some water but she shook her head.

“Didn’t you come with friends?”

“They’re somewhere around. Why?” Then she grabbed his hand. “Tyler, are you really his friend?”

Of course he was, he said. That’s why he had mentioned him.

“How did you know?” she said.

“I guessed you were American.”

“Where are we?” She didn’t even know how she had gotten there. Yavuz said they were in the mansion of Ayhan, a friend of the consul’s. The consul? Ah yes. She looked at him and there was something pleading in her eyes.

“But you came with Adam, and Marco, didn’t you? And Aylin.”

“Yes, I think I did. I did. Aylin?”

“Yes,” he said. “You know Aylin.”

“I shouldn’t be here,” she went on. “I should have gone home a long time ago. My mother doesn’t even know where I am. I don’t even know where I am.”

“Istanbul,” he joked.

“Yeah, I’ve heard of it. I shouldn’t have come here. Why did you come here?”

To humor her he said he’d forgotten as well. Still, he’d been born here.

“We’re all going to die,” she said. “We’re all going to die here. I knew it all along.”

“I’m not going to die here. I promise you.”

“Not you, us. None of us are going home.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said.

He got her to stand up and she leaned into his arm as they made their way back to the party. He found her a sofa to collapse onto and sat with her awhile. The others would surely come and find her and he would have them all in one place. Eventually Tyler appeared, seeming to be anxious himself, as if he had been looking for Diana. Yavuz got up and shook his hand.

“Are you her friend?”

Tyler stared at Diana and seemed unable to answer for a moment.

“What’s wrong?” he said.

“I found her in one of the corridors almost passed out. I think she’s all right now. Can you take her home?”

Tyler avoided Yavuz’s eyes.

“Adem,” Yavuz said to introduce himself.

“Tyler.”

“Pleased to meet you. I’m glad I found you. Or you found us. She didn’t give me her name.”

“Diana?”

“Yes, Diana. She said other friends of hers were here too. Could they look after her? Do you want me to wait while you go find them?”

“If you could.” Tyler then seemed to think it over. “On second thought you can leave her with me.”

Tyler’s body language was very strange, Yavuz thought, as if finding Diana had come as an unpleasant surprise. He certainly wasn’t reacting as a real friend would.

“Are you going to stay here awhile?” Yavuz asked. “I could ask Ayhan to come help her.”

“Do you know him?”

“Old friends. But he sometimes forgets me.”

Tyler now straightened himself and looked Yavuz over more carefully. Who the hell was this guy in his drooping, oversize jacket? He was dressed even worse than himself.

“I don’t know Ayhan at all,” he said coldly. “I came through friends of friends.”

“Perhaps I know them.”

“Probably not. I’ll sit with Diana for a while. She’ll be fine. She’s just had a bit too much to drink.”

“Very well. Get her some water maybe.”

Tyler watched him go. An oddball, with his odd questions. Then he sat down next to Diana.

“Do you want to rest for a bit?” he said close to her ear. “I’ll wait here for as long as it takes. What the hell did you take?”



YAVUZ MADE HIS way to the bathrooms and splashed water on his face. Something new ticked inside him, a new theory. Tyler. He was up to something. There was too something deeper that was wrong with that girl. She wasn’t just high. She was on the edge of a barely concealed madness. He had seen it before in criminals who kept their cool until the very last moment before they cracked. A moment of grotesque vulnerability. Going back out to the party, he retraced his steps back to the terrace, and as he crossed the dance floor, he felt that a man in a shabby tuxedo was tracking him. However, when he reached the terrace where the small orchestra was playing, he paused and found that the spy had vanished. Relaxing, he finally spotted the consul seated next to the Turkish girl in the cheongsam whom he had seen with Tyler at the ferry terminal. They appeared to know each other. Yavuz made a mental note. Aylin, the girl who didn’t show up in any searches. Yavuz went back into the palace and spent a half hour wandering about.

Tyler and Diana had moved from where he had left them and guests were still pouring in through the vestibule. The world of the rich and their parasites. He was intimately familiar with it because over the years he had worked on cases involving tax fraud and black market art. They were little better than the wretched would-be terrorists or homegrown cultists he often had to deal with in the east. He called his boat, thinking more about Tyler Sedgewick. Some people didn’t add up.



IN THE EARLY hours Tyler went down to the quay. He had lost Aylin some time earlier. Eventually he had found the consul and they had drunk gin and tonics together. But Meltzer had now also slipped away with his ninjas.

The same boat which had taken them over was there again. He asked to be dropped in Bebek. As he watched the European shoreline go past, he saw that a youngish Turkish man—clearly a fellow guest—was sitting by himself in a corner of the deck smoking and watching Tyler. Tyler was thinking about the way Aylin had disappeared into the party and how he had had to hand Diana over to the staff, who had agreed to call her a taxi. Marco and Adam had never appeared. The last he had seen of the consul he was dancing with a boy in the darkness.

When the boat reached Bebek, the other man remained in the launch while Tyler got off. He walked home up the hill as first light broke over the villas and stopped for a moment at a turnout where the stray dogs slept. The shrubs shivered in the wind. He touched them with the back of his hand. The adhan wailed from the mosque in Bebek and then from across both shores, a dozen salah competing, a reminder that the meaning of life is submission. But to whom?





SEVENTEEN

On his walk home from the Ali Paşa hammam that same day, Adam stopped for a borek and a coffee. He had reminded himself that there was still time to back out of their plan. He could return to his beloved Athens and simply lay low. Given the degree of art fraud he was committing it wasn’t a bad plan. But no. Recall the man in New York who had set fire to himself outside the courthouse where Trump was being tried. A video had surfaced of the man, Maxwell Azzarello, singing along to the tune of “Glory, Glory Hallelujah” but with the words “Get yourself a fucking revolution.” That was more like it. That was a man with iron in the soul.

Then Adam thought about Hikmet. He couldn’t deny that that man, like Azzarello, had been far bolder than himself. He had paid a greater price than Adam was ever likely to pay. After all, Adam’s real estate father had always discreetly bailed him out.

As he walked slowly up Karabaşdere, his resolution returned. He went into his house and locked the door, then went down to the padlocked basement. He flicked on the single light bulb in what he styled his workshop. It contained an old carpenter’s table with a toolbox and a high stool bought some months before from a bankrupt bar. On the table lay an assortment of rags and some odd pocket squares. Over the previous few days he had experimented with his own flammable concoction for use with a pocket square; it was a liquid which could dry out for some time before being ignited. He had it perfected now. It was a technical area he had been studying since he was young. He had the liquid bottled in a dropper which could be used to coat the pieces of fabric, and he had already prepped two of the pocket squares, which were now dry.

He sat in the chair and held up one of the squares, then lit it with a cigarette lighter and threw it on the cement floor. It exploded into flames and threw out fat sparks.

Satisfied, he went up to the main room and slept for two hours while a cold rain battered the windows. In the early evening his doorbell rang. It was a man he didn’t know but who said that he had been sent by Aylin. Adam invited him up to the first floor for tea, guessing already that this must be Aylin’s friend who had visited Marco’s room at the Kempinski. The man told him his name was Karol and that he had known Aylin when she was a teenager on summer holidays in the city with her grandmother. “Our families are related. Her mother was a bit of an aristocrat. A bit dotty. She got nailed for real estate fraud in New York. Did you know that?” Adam said that he did not.

“She’s from the harem bloodline, or something like that. Who knows. So this is your place, Adam. Quite a find.”

“It’s the best I could do.”

“I wanted to come see it for myself because there’s talk you want to hide out here afterward. I wouldn’t do that.”

“Why?”

“You should go straight for the border in my opinion. The land borders. Or take a boat over to Greece.”

“You’re reading my mind.” Adam smiled.

“I can arrange that boat. You’d have to get down to a place called Namık Kemal. It’s right opposite Lesvos. It’s about fifteen kilometers to cross over.”

“How much will that be?”

“Shall we say five thousand? The others will have to make their own ways elsewhere. They can’t come with you.”

“I haven’t discussed it with them.”

“I will. Don’t worry about it. You just have to say yes or no to what I’m offering you now. I have a minivan that can take you down to Namık Kemal. I’ll let you know where it’ll pick you up. It’ll be near the hotel, a short walk. No one will notice you if you play it cool.”

“And you want me to pay you now, I suppose?”

“It’s why I’m here, brother. It’s better to settle everything in advance and in cash. We won’t be seeing each other again.”

Adam thought it over as quickly as he could, seeing almost at once that this was a good deal which Aylin and Karol had worked out together. There was no reason not to trust him. For that matter it might be an idea to hide out in Lesvos instead of going all the way to Athens. He could use one of the fake passports he had bought in Istanbul the previous year and get himself a room in Skoutaros.

Adam went to his bedroom to get the cash and gave it to Karol.

“Good man,” Karol said. “Aylin says none of you are to discuss your destinations with each other. None of you can know where the others are going.”

Adam agreed.

“It looks like I have to go back into the rain,” Karol then said, raising a hand to smooth his wet hair. As his sleeve slipped down, Adam noticed a small blue tattoo on his wrist.

“As a matter of interest,” said Karol, “has anyone been here to visit you?”

“Just an American writer we met in Bodrum.”

“Oh, him. That’s unfortunate.”

“Why?”

“He’ll babble as soon as they grill him. I know all about him. That was a mistake. Never mind.”

“He followed me,” Adam said. “I didn’t invite him.”

Karol shook his hand.

“Good luck on the day, brother. I’ll look out for your name in the papers. You’ll be famous. I’ll send you the pickup point the night before.”

Adam watched him walk down the street with a slight rolling limp in the right leg. He seemed much older than Aylin but maybe life’s adversities had aged him prematurely. Adam returned to the main room and on his phone he pulled up a map of Lesvos and Chios. He could make his way from there to Athens and then take a bus north to Macedonia. Or simply stay in Lesvos. Good enough for Sappho, he thought, lighting a joint.



“I THINK,” JENNIFER said to the consul two weeks later as they ate their morning pastries over coffee, “that the Hikmet poem is an inspired idea. Was it your own, sir?”

“Not exactly. But do you really think it’s inspired?”

“It’ll show that you care about human rights.”

“I know some people think I’m a bit—what’s the word—lighthearted about what I do here.”

“No, sir.”

“Yes, Jennifer, I know what they say. I like to enjoy myself from time to time. But I take it all to heart. The fact is I found ‘Ninth Anniversary’ to be immensely moving. It shook me up.”

“And me too.”

Outside the first snow of winter was falling on the beautiful Christmas tree in the consular garden. Meltzer felt his spirits lifting. His life in Istanbul was pleasant enough.





EIGHTEEN

At dusk on the 6th Tyler drove down to the Kempinski where men were shoveling the snow and throwing colored salt onto the driveway. He passed through the metal detectors and went into Gazebo where he ordered a macaroon and a glass of tea while he waited for Meltzer. There was a brief commotion at the doors as Meltzer entered with his team. The consul spotted Tyler almost immediately and strode over in a slightly loose flannel suit that didn’t flatter him. He shook Tyler’s hand. It was early enough for them to get a pot of tea and Tyler raised his hand to signal a waiter.

“Cay. Iki kisilik.”

Meltzer’s eyes were full of flirtation and energy.

“I tried to learn the Hikmet by heart but when I woke up this morning, I found I’d forgotten it. So much for the sleeping mind. But I’ll get through it.”

Meltzer had the paperback with him and laid it on the table. Tyler asked him if he wanted a shot of something stronger.

“No, no. You have to do these things clearheaded.”

Tyler looked around at the security detail. “Looks like you brought a full squad.”

They drank their tea and Meltzer talked quietly, telling Tyler that he was glad that he was there because he was a person who always seemed to be calm. They chatted about the last few weeks. When Meltzer asked him about his novel, Tyler said that he was making progress, a romantic comedy about a middle-aged American tourist who finds love in Istanbul.

“A likely story,” Meltzer said, eyeing Tyler’s reaction.

“Yes. It’s a bit far-fetched. But I’ve heard it happens.”

“Whatever the market wants. Pecunia non olet, Tyler. Know what that means? It’s the saying of a Roman emperor. Money has no smell.”

“I thought it meant being poor has no smell.”

“I’m not so sure about that one. God, I’m changing my mind about that drink. Should we?”

“It’s six thirty. I think we can.”

Jennifer walked into the lobby. Tyler watched her come over, wondering to himself if he’d ever seen her before.

“Jennifer, Tyler. Tyler, Jennifer. Jennie, can you be a honey and get us two G and T’s? We need to calm our nerves.”

“Are you sure, sir?”

“Very sure. Just tell them to go easy on the gin. Sprig of mint in mine. Two ice cubes.”

They ran through the sequence of the evening’s events. One speech to greet the guests, guest address by a Turkish writer, dinner, longer speech before dessert and the Hikmet poem. Informal mixing with coffee and tea.

“That’s the torturing part,” Meltzer said. “But never mind, I’ll be high by then.”

“High?” Tyler said.

“Not weed high. Corton-Charlemagne high.”

“I think,” Jennifer said, “that it’ll be an hour altogether after dessert. You’ll be fine, sir.”

“I feel better now, anyway.”

He clinked glasses again with Tyler.

“Jennifer’s not allowed to drink on the job. Isn’t that right, Jennie? I’m not allowed either but here we are.”

“Yes, sir.”

She also looked Tyler over and there was something in him that did not seem to meet with her approval. He wondered what it was.

Eventually one of the security team came to their table and quietly reminded them that it was time to go up to the ballroom. He had a walkie-talkie with him and he seemed uneasy, off-kilter. Tyler shook his hand and it was cold and dry. At least he seemed to remember the writer. They went along with a small crowd making its own way to the reading, the ladies in evening dresses. The men were in suits, their fur hats in their hands. A few came up to Meltzer and greeted him even though he didn’t know them. He was not famous but he was known, the official face of a mildly disliked and feared nation. On the opulent landing, trestle tables had been set up with tablecloths. These were for refreshments for the press. There were two consular staff members already there and the doors to the conference room were now opened. As Meltzer greeted more of the guests just beyond the doors, Tyler stepped to one side and noticed Adam, Diana and Marco walking along the tables filled with Turkish meze and pitchers of mint lemonade, looking for their place names. They refused eye contact. They were much better dressed than he had ever seen them at the beach in Bodrum. Seeing Diana now composed and cool, he was forced to think back to the last time he had seen her, disheveled and hysterical at the party in Üsküdar. Finding his own place, he saw that Aylin was seated with him. He searched for her but she had not yet arrived. He went outside to the landing where a small corps of photographers and film crews were assembling. Tyler felt that the consular agents were scrutinizing him but it was their job so there was no point being offended by it. He went back into the conference room to find Aylin in a long black dress and heels. He was pleased; the expensive earrings made a statement at a hundred feet. She was his date, after all. “Everything all right?” he said close to her ear. She nodded and for a moment the glacial mask dropped. A warmth flashed out of her and she pressed his hand. He had thought that something was wrong, but perhaps it was only in his imagination.

“Here,” she said. “I have something for you. Adam wants to lend you one of his pocket handkerchiefs.” She popped it into his breast pocket. It had a pattern of pale pink butterflies on a cream background.

“It’s from Tie Your Tie, Adam says. The best.”

“Well, if he says so.”

A few of the guests were already taking their places. The heaters were turned on and it became very warm. He felt dizzy and dry in the throat. Finally, the consul strode in. His face flushed and he beamed as he looked around the room, then found his place at the head table where he was seated with Jennifer and another consular official.

Slowly, the fifteen circular tables began to fill up and Aylin and Tyler found themselves surrounded by people from other consulates. Greeks, French and Italians, none of whom they knew. Looking across the room, lit by the overhead masses of chandelier glass, Tyler could see Diana and Marco seated together and Adam stranded at a different table, in an improbable bow tie. The waiters moved around the tables with ice water, mulberry juice and bottles of champagne, and eventually the doors of the ballroom closed and an American man walked to a podium and tapped a microphone, causing the chatter to subside. The consul was introduced with some jokes at his expense, and the room rippled with polite laughter.

“When he was at Princeton, David made a name for himself on the football field. They say he could scream Marcus Aurelius in perfect Latin at his teammates.

“We hope this will be the first of a yearly event bringing together scholars, writers and artists interested in cross-cultural understandings. We know it will grow year by year.”

A Turkish poet then spoke, then another. Looking down at Aylin’s glass, Tyler saw that she had not touched it. He motioned to it and she seemed to come out of a daydream and took a sip. A well-known elderly Istanbul journalist then took the podium and spoke for some time about Hikmet and how Mr. Meltzer was an avid reader of the national poet. He knew many of the works by heart, though no one wished to embarrass him by requesting him to recite them in Turkish. No, he would invite Mr. Meltzer to do so in English when the petits fours arrived if the consul would graciously consent to do so. It certainly showed that the consul took a keen interest in Turkish poetry, and that was something that no one could overlook. Naturally it was a setup and the consul half rose, took a bow and absorbed the applause. A minute later he was at the podium talking about himself—a speech which had clearly been written for him by people concerned not to ruffle a valuable but sometimes ambiguous ally. He talked for twenty minutes, blinking a little in the lights aimed at him and fumbling a few of his lines. Then he sat down and wiped his face, accepted a few congratulations and reached for a glass of the Corton-Charlemagne.



THE DINNER WAS longer than Tyler had anticipated, the Greek diplomats reeling him into conversations in which he had to participate while Aylin remained silent. It was tough going for him. After the main course he got up and wandered outside for some fresh air. The landing was indeed much cooler and it was now deserted but for the members of the press who did not have access to the ballroom. He picked up a dolma and drank an iced lemonade before going to the head of the staircase.

A few late-arriving photographers and TV crews were making their way up to the top floor, and he saw below him on the third floor members of the security team seated on a carved marble rail eating sandwiches. When the press had assembled on the fourth floor and set up their tripods and microphones, Tyler went down and asked them why they had not gone into the ballroom. “Because,” one of them said, “the consul didn’t want us disturbing the mood of the reading. He wanted it quiet and intimate.” It seemed that the consulate wanted to use the occasion to broadcast some cooperative feel-good material in the furtherance of bilateral relations. The consul would come out afterward with some Turkish dignitaries and they would hold a press conference.





NINETEEN

On the landing outside nothing of the speeches and toasts could be heard. A bird trapped inside the corridors swooped back and forth around the chandeliers and across the paintings of long-forgotten embassies from Europe. Then, like a wall breaking under the pressure of a huge wave, the conference room doors burst open to a sound of shouting and panic and people pushed their way out through the exit while those on the landings heard the word koşmak, “Run!” All the lights on all the floors had gone out. The guests inside the ballroom were stampeding toward the doors and then out onto the landing where there was a tussle at the head of the stairs. Inside the conference room one of the tables was on fire. Someone shouted to ask if a fire alarm had gone off. “Nothing,” came a reply, and as Tyler went around the burning table, he saw gold-inlaid invitations curling up into black balls and a purse left behind shriveling in the heat. He looked around wildly for Aylin, but she had disappeared. Reaching the next room, Tyler could make out the consul. He stopped and called out David’s name, and then Tyler saw Diana shadowing him and holding a weapon.

Tyler rushed toward her, crying “No, no,” and the security men came behind him with their guns drawn. She turned to face them for a moment, gone into a trance. A dozen people had now swarmed into the room and they fanned out, shouting David’s name as if he was a child lost in a forest. There was a flash and detonation, and then a second one, and the consul fell against the pillar where he was hiding. A third flash and Diana spun around, then slipped back into the confusion and in a single moment disappeared.

Tyler wove his way through the mesh of bodies just as two security men scooped up the consul and laid him flat on his back a few yards away. His lungs had been punctured and he was unconscious, in his last moments. The security had not withdrawn their guns and asked Tyler to step back. “It’s a misunderstanding,” he shouted. One of them turned to the staff emerging behind him, managers in somber suits, waiters with ties askew. “Turn on the fucking lights!”

The flashlights of the hotel’s security guards crisscrossed the room and picked out the fallen consul. Soon he was wrapped in a sheet, his face covered, a mummy lying on a bloodstained antique carpet. Hotel staff crowded around him. They told Tyler that ambulances were on their way. He couldn’t bear to look at Meltzer and made his way to the landing. He passed on down the stairs, against a flow of people rushing up. He was now thinking only about Aylin and the others, who must have escaped. He could not believe what he had seen. Diana, who had finally leaped over the cliff of her own sanity. On the ground floor he tried to catch his breath. His legs were shaking.

People passed him by and he felt his way along the walls with one hand, breathing heavily. The whole place sounded like a colony of deranged seals. The crowd was pressing its way through the sliding door to the terrace. Tyler joined them, went to the balustrade and looked down at the waters, the foam shining against the blackness beneath it, then took out the butterfly pocket square which Aylin had given him and wiped his face. Soon the air cooled him. Flakes of snow touched his lips.

Far off, as it seemed, muffled by distance, he heard what sounded like a single gunshot. Then silence.



ON THE ROOF of the old wing the sniper watching the terrace underneath the Tugra restaurant had seen nothing untoward over the previous three hours. Nearby, the balcony of Tugra had now been closed for the winter and the hotel had apparently shut off the terrace as well. When the sniper heard the panic, he called in to his team and asked them what was happening. The news was confused. There had been an incident on the top floor inside the conference hall and people were trying to get to the outdoor spaces.

He should monitor anyone who came into his sights and call back in. Nobody was sure who he should be looking for. Seconds later the door to the landing below him burst open. Four young people spilled out. One girl trailed behind the others and turned to face the hotel as if she sensed the sniper watching her. He called in again to his team leader, but there was no reply. She raised her arms and he saw the gun. It was the easiest shot he had ever taken. Beyond the parapet he heard a boat’s engine revving as it moved away. Diana breathed two or three times and the blood swamped her mouth before the last breath came.



INSIDE THE HOTEL, bellboys, journalists and the first ambulance crews arrived with rolled-up stretchers and kits. There were also bewildered guests, men from the restaurants called up for emergency duty. They looked like extras in a play with nothing to do. When Tyler got to the lobby doors, the security men blocked his way.

“Sir, no one can leave the hotel. Would you mind going to the restaurant and waiting?”

Then he looked down at himself and saw spots of blood on the front of his shirt. He was taken by the arm, but gently. They assumed he must be in shock. In Gazebo a few other guests from the reading were seated. None of them recognized him as he sat by himself and waited. It was now an hour since the incident. At an adjacent table an old lady leaned over to him and said in Turkish, “We’ll be stuck here for hours. They told us to stay here.” Soon stretchers were being whisked into the night. The consular staff wept. There was a great cacophony of competing walkie-talkies. The hotel staff were shouting to each other in Turkish that “an assassin” was still at large inside the hotel. Tyler heard the phrase Western students.

The question was whether they had begun to link the students with the young woman in the black dress. She had been present with Tyler at her side, in plain view—but she could not be found. In their suddenly feverish minds a connection would be made and it would happen quickly. Though Tyler could not guess it in the moment, before long the hotel boys would remember the beautiful and unusual-looking Turkish American girl and her dinner with Signore Marco. One of the staff in any case came over to Tyler and asked him if he was all right.

“Ben iyiyim,” he replied.

“You speak Turkish?” the staffer said in English.

“Not much.”

He leaned in a bit and lowered his voice.

“Your friend, the American girl. Do you know where she is? We don’t see how she could have gotten out of the hotel. We hope she is not hurt.”

“I don’t know about upstairs. I didn’t see her at all. Maybe she’s in a room somewhere.”

“We’ll check.”

The hotel worker walked back to the lobby area and talked with the police. The ambulances had now departed, taking the consular people and some of the journalists with them: the only ones allowed to leave. The atmosphere changed, the police were taking over. Tyler saw new American faces among them, but not the security team who had left with the stretchers. The lofty men of the agencies, whose intelligence had so magnificently failed. Across the Gazebo carpets an hour later came striding a tall Turk of about his own age. Tyler remembered the party at Ayhan’s. The banker, the man who had brought Diana to the sofa.

“Mr. Sedgewick. My name is Yavuz. We met at Ayhan’s party but I’m actually with Intelligence here. Would you mind if I asked you a few questions?” He glanced down at Tyler’s hands. “Would you like to clean up first?”

Tyler looked at the dried blood on his fingers. “All right,” he agreed and got up to visit the lobby bathrooms.

This also gave him time to think over what he was going to say. Yavuz was going to ask about Diana, most obviously and most terribly. And how Tyler knew the consul. So much was inevitable. He found himself staring into the face of a stranger in the bathroom mirror, a man who did not know what to tell a cop when he was put on the spot. Still, he thought quickly, was he going to lie or tell the truth?

The latter was always easier. And yet in this case he could also smooth the truth’s rough edges with a few useful embellishments. Sure, he knew Diana, it was hardly a secret. They’d been seen in public together and in several places. And yes, he had met the consul at a party in Büyükada. We Occidentals hang together.

He washed his hands and checked his eyes. When he returned to the table, Yavuz was smoking a Maltepe.





TWENTY

He offered Tyler a cigarette. As Yavuz leaned over, he said, “Regrettably I wasn’t entirely honest with you at that party. I have nothing at all to do with banking. I hope you’ll understand. Imagine my surprise—to see that the girl I helped that night is now dead. My God. That took my breath away.”

“Dead?”

“One of our snipers had to take her down. Regrettable, but there we are.”

“Where was she?”

“On a terrace of the old wing.”

“Was it really necessary?”

Then he mumbled her name and nothing else would come out; he stared at his own hands.

Tyler leaned back a little and the air left his lungs along with the drag of smoke.

“I think I heard the shot,” he said vacantly.

“It’s possible. It’s a very tragic thing.”

But to Tyler it seemed neither tragic nor necessary. She had simply walked into her own fate quite knowingly.

“Her name was Diana,” Yavuz said. “So you were acquainted or very well acquainted?”

“Acquainted.”

“We’ll need to go into that in the days to come. We can’t do everything now. You’re in a terrible state. We’ll talk later. But for now—”

“We were acquaintances, not really friends. I hardly knew her.”

“The FBI are here already,” Yavuz went on. “I should tell you. They’ll probably want to talk to you as well. But you can tell me anything you like first.”

“I don’t know what to say. I can’t digest it yet.”

“Look after yourself first. One thing—your pocket square is bloodied. Could you maybe take it out? I’d like to have a look.”

Tyler had forgotten all about it and when he took it out, he saw that it was indeed spotted with blood. He laid it out on the table and Yavuz flattened it with his hand and looked at it more carefully.

“It’s a pretty piece. Where did you get it?”

Tyler said that he was always shopping around in New York for things like this—he had remembered that Adam had given it to him and his guard was now up.

“I would ask you to let me take it for the moment,” Yavuz said. “Do you mind?”

Tyler shook his head, and yet in fact he did mind.

“Let me just confirm your address and ID,” Yavuz said. “Then we’ll let you go home. Please stay in the city in the meantime.”

He wrote down Tyler’s details. The house in Etiler, the passport and visa numbers from the passport Tyler had needed to enter the building earlier.

“What about the young woman’s friends? You know them and they were here. Did you see them anywhere?”

“They were here but they vanished.”

Yavuz wrote again. The hotel was being searched but there was no sign of them. He was not sure, therefore, if he believed Tyler. But none of this could be determined on the spot; he would have to let him go and put him under surveillance.

“And the consul?” Tyler said, his voice breaking.

“I believe he passed away. You were friends, weren’t you?”

“In a way. I didn’t know him very well.”

Yavuz put out his Maltepe and two men were walking toward them. He asked Tyler to stay put while the hotel was searched; they wanted to watch him for a while. They shook hands again and Yavuz left. Tyler took out the card the detective had left with him and looked it over. He’d never met the Turkish police before. Were they gentlemen? The staff brought him mint tea. He drank it slowly and tried to still himself. From all over the hotel came echoes and shouts, and with it the sound of dogs since they had brought in Alsatians who now ran free through the vast corridors. The men at the doors were heavily armed. Alone with his cooling tea, then, Tyler waited for something to happen and yet as the hours ticked by, nothing did. Nor did Yavuz reappear. Out on the Bosporus the ships were now covered with snow. He went and lay by the windows and tried to sleep.

A young policeman stirred him, saying that they were going to drive him back to his house. Tyler saw that the room was now empty. As they went through the cluster of armed men, the policemen told him that he was to stay at home for the next few days while they arranged further interviews.

“House arrest,” Tyler joked as they walked into the snow and darkness. But the policeman denied it. He came with Tyler on the drive to Etiler. The policeman, much younger than Tyler, told him in a slow Turkish which he could understand that only one young girl had been caught, which in her case meant shot dead.

“You knew the Americans. You were all friends?”

Tyler said that friends was a relative word but that he could not deny knowing them. However, they were a different generation. He had little in common with them. “Really?” the policeman said, but nodding all the same.



WHEN TYLER WAS inside his house, he climbed to the first floor and peered out at the alley. The police car had not moved on after dropping him off and he assumed they were going to serve a night shift guarding his front gate. He closed all the shutters, went to his study and lit a log fire. On his desk lay his notebook, which he burned. It didn’t incriminate him directly but Meltzer and the others were mentioned. It would also be better if he did not have to admit to Yavuz that he was himself a private investigator, if Yavuz didn’t know this already. It would keep Knight’s business confidential. He also uploaded the footage from his spy cameras to his own private cloud and then erased it all from his phone. He turned on the news. But after a half hour of nonstop coverage of events at the Kempinski he realized that he would have to keep the news off for quite a long time in order to stay sane. Better silence and isolation. Afterward he crawled into his bed and slept for four hours. When he woke, the snow had piled up on the sills and half covered the windows and the police car. He couldn’t help checking the news online and saw Diana’s face a thousand times over. The journos were digging into her background. She was from Arizona and there was something about a conviction for trespass at a mansion a few miles outside of Papillion, Nebraska.



LATE THE FOLLOWING day as the sun was setting over a now Alpine landscape, Knight sent him an email saying that he was flying into Istanbul in two days’ time. Too busy to call right now, he added. He left no indication as to whether he had been contacted by the FBI about his daughter, but Tyler could not see any way that he had not been. Her fabricated identity would not have held up to professional scrutiny for more than five minutes. Yavuz came to Tyler’s house after dinner. He looked as if he hadn’t slept since Tyler had last seen him. Tyler made him coffee.

They sat on the ottomans in the main room, decorated long ago by the Israeli consul’s wife according to what she thought was tasteful Turkish style, Tulip Era prints still on the walls. They had sold all the furniture to Knight’s company when they left for Tel Aviv. Tyler would sell it all in turn when he left and send the money back to Knight. Yavuz seemed to be slightly contemptuous of their taste. He sat down wearily and lit one of his cigarettes. It was ironic, was it not, that Tyler had moved into a former consul’s house?

“You have a thing for consuls,” he said. “They either die around you or leave before you.” Moths to a fatal flame.

Tyler said that he couldn’t see it that way. Obviously, it was he who was jinxed.

“You’re still alive,” Yavuz murmured.

Then he asked Tyler about Aylin, the long-awaited follow-up question. Yavuz had seen her at the party but of course her name was not Aylin, was it?

“You tell me,” Tyler said with all the insolence he could muster.

“You were lovers, right?”

“For a short time.”

“Did you know that Aylin Badem is not her real name? I think you did.”

Hesitating, Tyler realized a crude lie was not going to work.

“I suspected it,” he said.

“The receptionist at the Halicarnassus said that you were anxious to get their full names. Wasn’t that a strange thing to want?”

“Not really.”

“Well, there is a problem with some of the names. Our American colleagues have been working on them all night. Diana’s name was borrowed. But do you know what it was borrowed from?”

“Dead relatives?”

Yavuz looked down at his now-opened notebook where he had written everything down in preparation.

“We can’t say but her real name was Maria. There’s no Aylin Badem. It’s not a real person, you might say. You didn’t make that connection yourself when the receptionist told you their names?”

Tyler shook his head in defeat. “Not at all. I don’t know anything about their names. Why would I?”

“Well, you might. If you were interested in them for some reason. I mean, for an extra reason.”

“Are you saying I was taking an interest in them for a hidden reason?”

“I can’t say anything about that. But you were studying the consul too. And you were at school together.”

“We were. But I was hardly studying him.”

“You looked up an important man who you were at school with. Were you friends at school or enemies?”

“Neither. We shook hands a lot, that’s all.”

“What about Aylin’s friends? You don’t know anything about them either. Or do you?”

“What is her real name then?”

“I think that you know that better than me. We called Chana’s father and Mr. Knight acknowledged asking you to find her. There was no harm in that. He says you’re an innocent fool. I’m also inclined to think there are a lot of innocent fools around. Are you one of those?”

Tyler threw up his hands. “I guess I am.”

They were sitting by Tyler’s main window and specks of windblown ice hissed against it. Yavuz wanted to know everything. But he of course already knew more than Tyler.

“Let’s talk about Mr. Knight. He says you befriended her friends because you wanted to track his daughter. Correct?”

“Yes.”

“And I will assume that Chana befriended you in order to get close to the consul.”

“I’m beginning to think—”

“Don’t be a fool, Tyler. It’s clear to me that she did. You must have sparked an idea in her mind. What about Hikmet? They were impressionable kids straight out of college. And you stirred them up with some communist poetry. It was quite clever. As for Aylin she made it up as she went along, using whatever was at hand. You were at hand.”

“That’s not it at all,” Tyler blurted out. How could he possibly have anticipated anything they did? There was just his relationship to the consul. But how they came to kill a consul had nothing to do with him.

“I think it had everything to do with you. Maybe you recruited them. Of the two theories, I have to admit to you that it’s the one I favor. Why? Because it’s more probable. You are the older man, the guiding spirit. Of course, I can’t figure out why you would want to do that. Perhaps you got carried away, wanted to experiment and see if it could be done.”

“That’s preposterous.”

“It’s worse than preposterous. And yet it’s what happened after all. Both theories are preposterous. By the way, did you know that Diana was involved in an attack on a security guard in California? She attacked him with a small axe but he wasn’t seriously hurt. She did six months for it though. We went to her apartment in Yenikapı. It was very interesting. You won’t be surprised to know she kept extensive journals. We’re going through them now. She called herself a Gnossienne. Do you know what it means?”

“A what?”

“That’s what we think. They got the term from an online book called The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows.”

Yavuz had begun to lighten his tone.

“Do you think there could be anything to that, Tyler? That they could have had a Gnossienne philosophy or something?”

“What would that even be?”

Yavuz riffled through his notebook’s pages. He then reeled off a few quotes from the dictionary.

“Does it mean anything to you, Tyler?”

“Nothing.”

“Maybe we are a different generation. I’m sure they got some ideas from it.”

“So much the worse for them then,” Tyler said.

“Yes, so much the worse for them. But still, Tyler, it’s key to something. They were like a tiny society of just four people. In her journal she writes about a thing called timeless decision-making. Do you know what that is? It’s a theory developed by the rationalist movement. It says that people should act as if they were determining the result of a mathematical computation. It says that rationality is about winning, not being rational per se. It was developed by a man called Eliezer Yudkowsky. Of course it’s all way above my head. But you’ve never heard of any of this either, I suppose.”

“What she wrote in her journal doesn’t necessarily mean anything.”

“You might be right. Still, she wrote it so it must mean something. Winning is everything when you are trying to be rational—is that what it all means? I can’t really say. And what about Chana? They were all in this mindset together. She didn’t say anything to you about it?”

“About a theory of mind? Christ no.”

Yavuz then asked what else Tyler knew about Chana Knight.

“Her father told us she’s trouble. She didn’t tell you anything about her past?”

“Not much. I should have asked. But I didn’t.”

“I should add that we don’t know what her role was. Some of the attendees have said that it was the boy called Adam who set the table on fire. What about that?”

“I’m in the dark about it.”

“In the dark?”

Yavuz nodded. Tyler’s denial didn’t seem true to him. Perhaps these impressionable Americans admired him?

“Admiration?” Tyler objected. “You’re joking, aren’t you? I think they just felt sorry for me.”

“They surely must have looked up to you as an older man.”

If Tyler denied it, how was Yavuz to understand this denial?

“I have to assume,” he said, “she has a passion for some cause or other. But she never really told you what it is.”

“That’s right.”

Yavuz shook his head. “No.”

Then he put out the cigarette and asked Tyler if he’d mind if his men looked through his house. Tyler agreed and Yavuz went to the front door and let them in. For an hour they rummaged through his rooms, carefully putting everything back where they had found it. Yavuz watched the men go through Tyler’s desk and bookshelves. Yavuz then turned to him while holding out a plastic package, which he encouraged him to open. It was Tyler’s copy of Hikmet, now covered with spots of dried blood. Tyler opened it and saw what he had written to Meltzer at the garden party at Lenkov’s house. Yavuz remarked that Tyler had gone out of his way to make friends with the consul and he had surely had ulterior motives. It wasn’t proof of anything, but those motives were certainly questionable. He’d wanted to reconnect and nothing more? He had been playing a game, but Yavuz said that he could not guess what it had been exactly. And yet, as he talked to Tyler, Yavuz had begun to shift the needle of his suspicions a little away from Tyler. You could tell he wasn’t an operator by instinct. He was soft, naive.

“But anyway,” Yavuz said, “you read Nâzım Hikmet?”

“The greatest of all poets.”

Yavuz nodded, lost in thought. A reader of communist poetry. It told against him, but not by a large margin.

“ ‘Live life,’ ” Yavuz quoted, “ ‘as if you will never die.’ ”

“ ‘Not as if you are renting the world, but living in your father’s house.’ ”

“You don’t read him in Turkish?”

Tyler said he tried occasionally but he was not up to it.

“Speaking of life and death, Tyler, I was wondering if you could come with us to the morgue to identify Diana’s body. We are trying to trace whatever family she has. But no one has surfaced yet. There’s only you who can do it.”

“Is that really necessary?”

“I’m afraid it is, in the circumstances.”

Tyler had to agree and Yavuz told him that the Zincirlikuyu morgue was not far away, on the other side of Etiler near Levent.

“They all seem to have had a connection with California. Did you know?”

Tyler shook his head.

“But,” Yavuz went on, “we haven’t yet found out where she was living. It seems she was moving about. From place to place. She didn’t say anything about it to you?”

“Not a word.”

“Not a word about anything, as always.”



THEY DROVE TO the Zincirlikuyu Cemetery and its park in driving winds. Yavuz had his driver stop by the gates to the famous necropolis so that they could read the inscription from the Quran placed above them in turquoise tiles: Her canlı ölümü tadacaktır. Every living thing will taste death. Maybe it was his way of softening up Tyler’s philosophical inclinations before viewing a dead body on a morgue table. Inside the mortuary there were more cops but Yavuz remarked casually that the consul himself was not there. He had been taken to the American Hospital. Diana was in her own small room, laid out on a stone table. They closed the door behind them and Yavuz pulled back the sheet covering her face. The bullet from the sniper had exited on the left side of her cranium, blowing out a hole the size of a palm. Her face was untouched, however, a slight smile on the lips. Her hair was caked with dried blood. A case of instant death with little to dispute, an execution by a professional. Yavuz quietly asked Tyler to confirm her identity and their duties were concluded. In the street Tyler began to shake. Yavuz said he understood.

“What kind of girl was she?” he asked.

“A bit of a wild child. But when I first met her, I thought she was shy and quiet. One thing I could never figure out—did she know Chana from the States or did they meet here, as she always claimed?”

Yavuz decided to tell a white lie. “We have no idea. We can’t even find an address for her in Istanbul. It’s like she was a ghost.”

“And that gun she had?”

“Black market from here. We found the seller.”

It seemed incredible to Tyler that they had been able to pull that off.

Yavuz now described the Zizians case in the United States which he had previously described to the consul. A cult of only half a dozen people. He was beginning to think that the band of Americans was something like that. A tiny group with its own language and its own theories.

“We’ll drive you back to Etiler,” Yavuz said at length, leading the way back to the car through the sludge. “I would ask you to stay inside for a while, if you can bear it. I hear Chana’s father will be in town soon. You are permitted to see him. I think it would clear up a few things. Otherwise, you are a person of interest and my orders are you stay in the city for the time being. I’m sure nothing will come of it.”





TWENTY-ONE

When Knight flew in, he avoided the big and famous hotels, anxious to avoid publicity, and stayed in a modest four-star place somewhere in Beyoğlu. Since they hadn’t met in a long while, Tyler was not sure what to expect. It would be the same six-foot-five tycoon in a cashmere coat—a grizzly New Englander with echoes of his own male ancestors. But would his mind be the same? He’d thought that Knight would invite him to his hotel or to a comfortable restaurant, but in the end he suggested they meet in a public place. What about the Blue Mosque? That day the police car outside Tyler’s house disappeared and he took a taxi to Sultanahmet. Perhaps it was a sign that he had been demoted as a suspect.

It was an evening of clear, cold blue sky. He walked along the stone pathways around the arcades of arches and as he turned the corner at the far end under the frosted pine trees, he came upon the American dressed in an extravagant Motoluxe coat and a flapped hat with a black fur lining. He was walking with a rosewood cane and peering up at the minarets through half-moon spectacles. He was ruddy from the cold and he wore winter boots. “You look better than I expected,” Knight said, and to Tyler’s surprise he took his arm as they began walking slowly back along the portico, passing gold Quranic inscriptions over the gates and walls of textured white marble. “How are you, Tyler?”

“I’ve been under house arrest. It’s felt like life as normal.”

“Has it now? You must have been under the spotlight all right? Did the media camp outside your door?”

“As it happens, no. My name isn’t out there yet.”

“Believe it or not that might have something to do with yours truly. I wanted you spared.”

Because it would spare you, Tyler thought.

“It’s quite a business,” he went on.

Knight leaned on the younger man as if his cane was insufficient.

“I hear the police are after Chana. Is that true, Tyler?”

“It must be.”

“I seem to remember you assuring me that she could not possibly be mixed up with anything criminal or political.”

“Yes, sir. I was wrong about that, it seems.”

“You can say that again. You couldn’t have been more wrong. Still, I don’t blame you. I don’t think you know who or what you are dealing with.”

“I’m beginning to realize that.”

“My daughter is not a normal person. I don’t mean that as a compliment. She’s just something different. As I said to you a while back, she never got over the death of her mother.”

Tyler might have said that this explained pretty much nothing. It wasn’t a Freudian issue; it was a radicalization one.

“You must have had some idea when she was younger, growing up—she must have shown signs of anger, rebellion?”

“I didn’t say she didn’t. Remember the reform school out in California I mentioned to you at the beginning? One of those places where problem children of the rich go to have some discipline beaten into them and to get out of their drug addictions. They’re called therapy boarding schools. The most famous is Havenwood but that wasn’t the one. Anyway, my wife and I decided to send her there because she was getting into drugs and bad company at her previous school and she was spiraling out of control. We were afraid of her attempting suicide. Normal therapy did no good whatsoever. It never does.”

He described the grounds, the elegant 1880s ranch buildings and the horses the teenagers were trained to care for. He and his wife had been favorably impressed by the elderly doctor and his spouse who ran the place. The kids were not allowed to speak during class hours and they had to shut down their phones and leave them with the teachers. They had no contact with the outside world. One of the teachers told him during one of their visits that as a result of this, the pupils had started to develop a kind of sign language among themselves so they could communicate without breaking the rules. If you broke a rule, you’d be put in solitary confinement. Tyler thought of the moment in Bodrum when he had seen them making sign language gestures to each other.

“Did you ever think,” Tyler said, “that she might have stayed in contact with her friends from that school? She didn’t ever mention it?”

“Not at all. But as you know, we’ve never been close, especially in more recent years. Surprisingly, I know rather little about her. When she came out of that academy in California, she was completely changed anyway. I realized I might have made a mistake. They were too draconian.”

They went out of the mosque grounds and made their way down to the Arasta covered market. There was a tearoom there where Tyler thought they could talk privately. Inside the Arasta they ordered baklava and tea in ince belli tulip glasses. Knight took off his heavy gloves and Tyler saw that not only did he wear a handsome wedding ring but also a pinkie ring with a dark red stone. The veins on his hands were so knotted that Tyler assumed that he was sick in some way. He dropped four sugar cubes into his tiny glass of tea. His narrative drove on. Chana had been a problem teenager but it was possible that they had handled her unwisely. Therapeutic academies were known to be cruel environments; they called them the Troubled Teen Industry. There had been several high-profile suicides. There was even a piece in The New Yorker which called it a “shadow penal colony system.”

“I began to rethink. Had we done something stupid? They put her in solitary confinement twice without telling us. You know, there was a girl called Taylor Goodridge who was at one of these boarding schools called Diamond Ranch in Utah. She died of sepsis, but the circumstances were unclear. The school was sued.”

“But are you saying those kids have mental health issues when their parents put them in these schools? You didn’t really think that about Chana, did you?”

“We didn’t know what to think. We were alarmed and confused, as parents are. We were talked into it. They seemed to have a good success rate.”

“Did she ever do anything bad there?”

“We found out that she was dealing drugs in a small town nearby. No one knows how she got out of the school. We think she escaped at night. It was a place called Blythe where there’s hardly anyone. It’s in the desert.”

“Did the Americans talk to you yet? I mean, did they ask you about this—about her friends that she had there?”

“I talked to them quite a bit yesterday. They asked me what you’re asking me. But at the time I didn’t know if she had any accomplices from the school. They only punished her.”

“Solitary confinement?”

He nodded, stirring his tea.

“I wouldn’t have approved of it if I’d known about it. I can promise you that. I only knew after the fact. It must have scarred her.”

And he added that there were other things that had scarred her and which could not be calculated. Her mother was an executive at a real estate company called DTZ whose CEO defrauded investors of tens of millions in connection with a luxury high-rise near the High Line. Four executives were prosecuted along with the CEO and one of them had been his wife. Chana’s mother had succumbed to cancer after a short prison sentence and that had been the background to the mental problems of her early teenage years. When he had discovered that Chana had decamped to Turkey, the first thing that had crossed his mind was that she was on a turkey shoot, so to speak, homing in on an unspecified target upon which to exercise her rage. Vengeance was not a reasonable emotion. Maybe for her it was a kind of catharsis. The use of others didn’t matter to her at all. Or maybe it did, Tyler suggested. And he repeated what Yavuz had told him about cults and the Gnossiennes. Knight listened with incredulity. How could highly educated people believe in things like that? His daughter of all people. You could interpret it as psychosis, he supposed, but it was a highly novel form of psychosis in that case. “A cult with only four members?” he thought aloud. Would that even be a cult?

“I know it sounds unlikely,” Tyler said, “but they exist. Have you heard of the Zizians case?”

Knight shook his head.

Tyler then asked, “What about the house you told me about, the one that burned down? Was it near that area?”

“It was. My theory is that it was an abandoned house they had used for parties. And later, Chana bought it to house her friends. It was a sort of safe house. I think I told you. I don’t know if it was, but it seems like it was.”

“A place to disappear? Do you know exactly where that house was?”

“It was between Blythe and another place called Desert Center. In the middle of nowhere.”

Tyler was still slow-digesting the news about the consul. It made him think back to the occasions when he had mentioned the consul to Aylin and she had not reacted as indifferently as she might have done. Now it made more sense. He had brought up his own connection with Meltzer and perhaps it had stirred in her an idea. She had kept it to herself, perhaps confused and undecided as to where it was leading her. But still a determination had been set in motion. Tyler was a fool not to have seen it. It had blown right past him and then carried him along with it. She had been following an idea of her own all along, which meant that for his part he had been played; yet he did not feel, in the moment, cheated and cheapened. On some level he had understood her idea subconsciously and he had gone along with it because his fascination with her had taken front seat. It was in fact exactly as Knight had predicted early on. Even then, after blood had been shed, he was not outraged at her.

“How strange she wanted a property near to her old school. A school she must have hated.”

Knight shrugged. “Maybe she thought it was inconspicuous. She bought it after she got access to her inheritance. We didn’t have a say in it.”

Then Knight reached into his inside pocket and took out an envelope.

“For me?”

“Yes, for you, Tyler. It’s your final payment. But in this case, I have one last commission for you. Perhaps you’d rather decline and I wouldn’t blame you.”

“Depends what it is.”

“It always depends, doesn’t it? Open it.”

Inside was a wad of hundred-dollar bills. Stuck to them was a plane ticket. It was a one-way business class ticket to Cairo, dated to the following day.

“I didn’t tell the Americans or the Turks everything,” Knight said. “I know for a fact that Chana left the country already. She probably took her friend Adam with her, I don’t know. Apparently there was a transaction at the Marriott Hotel in Cairo. I am ninety percent sure she is there. If you would accept the commission, Tyler, I’d appreciate it enormously if you’d nip down there and make one last attempt to contact her again. I want you to tell her that she can come home. That I’m not angry with her. That she needs help. The Turks say she might be an accomplice but there’s no proof she committed any violence herself. But of course they are all guilty. The Americans will be hunting her. But you’ve been hunting her longer than them. I’m not sure you’ll be better at it than our government but I can take a chance on you—yet again. I suppose I’d like you to get to her before they do. Whatever she’s done I don’t want her in prison for the rest of her life. Not that I have a plan for her. I’m playing it day by day. What do you think?”

“But she won’t come back, even if I find her. She won’t listen to anything I have to say.”

“Maybe not. But I know you want to find her again.”

And it was true.

“I’m not allowed to leave the city,” Tyler said.

“I’ve pulled a few strings for you. The Americans have been very understanding about your innocence. You’re not suspected of anything and you’ll be allowed to leave. I told them specifically that you had nothing to do with any of it. You were working for me, I told them. Which is true. You’re still working for me, aren’t you?”

Tyler flipped through the banknotes; it was a fair haul.

“And what about Marco?” he said.

“The Italian boy? Gone like the others. Do you think they had a pact?”

“I’d say they did.”

“So, what about the plane ticket?”

Tyler looked it over and wondered if there was any reason not to accept one last offer from Knight. He was getting Tyler out of the country, getting him out of trouble and probably over the objections of Yavuz. It was his way of dealing with the world and its complications. The dollar bulldozer. Moreover, Knight was correct that by then Tyler was uniquely qualified to continue hunting down his daughter. It was a game of chess between them, between hated father and sociopathic daughter, and it was only now—peering into those tide pool eyes—that he realized that, for Chana, killing the consul was really killing the daddy he so closely resembled. The rich, he thought, are always in their own boat with no one else around. Maybe Cairo would be a new place for him to settle down. He said they had a deal and they shook on it.

“Mr. Knight, there’s a good liquor here called Yeni Rakı. Shall we drink to Cairo and to secret assignments?”

Tyler’s hand rose and he ordered in Turkish.

“So, you speak the language?” said Knight.

“I can order raki, that’s about it.”

When it came, Tyler added cold water, then invited Knight to toast the great city of Cairo, which neither of them had ever been to. “Pastis,” Knight said when the raki touched his lips. “It’s not bad at all. Aniseed.” Tyler was thinking about the money. Knight was out of his mind but guilt-ridden fathers will do anything for their wandering daughters.

“You should leave without me and as far as anyone is concerned, we never met. Send me word from Cairo if you can and keep me up to date. I don’t suppose you are going to the consul’s memorial service? His body is being flown back to New York. But they’re having a service at the consulate.”

“It wouldn’t be appropriate.”

“I don’t think they’re blaming you, Tyler. I think the common assumption is that you were played. You were a pawn. Better to let them think that.”





TWENTY-TWO

In his office at the İstihbarat in Fatih, Emniyet Amiri Yavuz sat behind a capacious desk placed in front of a wall on which was a map devoted to the assassination of consul David Meltzer. He sat with his feet propped on the edge of the desk in his reclining office chair, looking up at the map which showed not only Turkey but much of Europe and the Middle East. It was on this map that, over several days, he had tried to plot the movements—even if only hypothetical—of the three conspirators.

The airports had been alerted almost at once. They must have got out by land or sea. Marco Ricci and Adam Gates had most likely gone their separate ways. The police had an informant who worked with an underground cell who knew acquaintances of Chana Knight. He had told them that Gates had left the country by sea and that Ricci was making his own way to the Bulgarian border in a car provided by the cell, for a considerable cash payment made by Ricci himself. Yavuz had been called in by his superiors. The event was a grave insult to the honor of the country. The Americans would not relent in finding all three. It was possibly too late in the cases of Gates and Knight, but Ricci was probably still inside Turkey. Yavuz felt a personal hatred for him. It was as if this spoiled Italian dilettante had outwitted him and with him the entire directorate. That he was possibly still within Turkey enraged him. The informant had told him of the route Ricci had been advised to take, and Yavuz was preparing to intercept him before it was too late. According to the informant, Ricci would be met by a member of the cell and taken to a section of the border that was only lightly patrolled by the Bulgarians, near a forested area called Uzunbodzhzak.

Around this area on the map, he had drawn a red circle, as he had around Cairo and the island of Lesvos. These corresponded to the information he had about the whereabouts of the three young Westerners. He had chosen his color mindfully. There was a Buddhist belief that people who were destined to meet would do so within a Red Circle. Gautama Buddha once drew a circle with red chalk and said, “When men, even unknowingly, are to meet one day, whatever may happen to each of them, whatever their diverging paths, they will inevitably come together in the Red Circle.” He had heard too of the great French film made around this theme, and the director to whom this quote was attributed.

When he listened to Tyler’s account of how he had met his young friends, it struck him that for all the reasons Tyler had had for looking for Chana Knight, in the end it had all been fortuitous. What if she hadn’t been at the hotel that day, had moved on elsewhere and missed him—even by a few minutes? What if he had not crossed paths with Adam Gates at Tophane at that particular place and time? And what if the consul had not been attracted to Tyler?

Inside the topmost Red Circle Marco Ricci was struggling his way toward the Bulgarian border. Inside the second, Gates was holed up in a pension somewhere. And in the third circle Chana Knight was fleeing somewhere, perhaps shadowed once more by Tyler Sedgewick whom he himself had released from suspicion at the behest of her father. Yavuz had come to realize that Tyler was not the energizing force behind the crime. The force lay elsewhere. The half-Turkish girl who had been committed to a psychiatric hospital when she was fifteen after a bout of schizophrenia in New York. He had of course visited her Istanbul relatives, who claimed to have no knowledge of her whereabouts. She had never used any of the family properties scattered across the city. She was a black hole, whose charm and guile belied her hatred of the world.

His secretary called to say that William Shire from the FBI was there to see him. He tidied his desk and waited by the door. Shire was a black-suit man, agreeable and slightly stooped. Shire looked at the map straightaway.

“We’ll pick her up wherever she is,” Shire said. “But how do you know she’s in Egypt?”

Yavuz shrugged. “She might be in Paris for all I know. Give me a couple of days. Did you talk to her father?”

“He’s anxious to avoid any more publicity than he’s already had to suffer. I can understand. He says he has no idea where she is.”

“It’s all rumor at this point. Her friend Marco Ricci I am convinced is still in Turkey. He’s the one I want to find in the next seventy-two hours. I’m going up to the border tomorrow. I went to see your consul at the morgue by the way—and it upset me greatly. He was a nice man.”

“Appreciated.”

“Motive is not clear-cut.”

“We’ve also looked into that. None of them had any political affiliations that we can find.”

“You know about the blood tests on the girl?”

Shire raised his eyebrows. Amphetamines from head to foot. Diana had been floating high on them at the time of her death.

Yavuz described his visit to Diana’s rented apartment in Yenikapı. There were a couple of books with a clear left-wing slant. Nothing surprising or meaningful about that. There was the journal, which he described, and which he had in any case turned over to the Americans. Mostly personal, not political. She had made many statements about veganism and animal rights. But aside from that no letters, only a few internet accounts which had revealed nothing. Shire said that he had discovered that she had spent a year at college at Bennington.

“Up in Vermont. It’s generally for rather well-to-do kids.”

“She didn’t graduate?”

“No, she dropped out and went to Europe. Her father left her a fair amount when he died. Her mother says she disappeared about a year ago.”

“They are expert disappearers, aren’t they? What’s the phrase—tune out?”

“It’s something new, I think. That’s from the sixties. This is something else. At the agency they’re calling it Ninja Syndrome.”

“I don’t understand.”

Shire smiled and said it was just a joke.

“And Adam Gates escaped to Greece,” Yavuz added. “We’ll pick him up there soon enough. He’s not that clever.” Then he added, “Does the word Gnossienne mean anything to you?”

Shire cocked his head. “Rings a bell, but I can’t think how or what.”



THAT EVENING YAVUZ went down to the Ali Paşa hammam because he had heard that Gates liked to frequent it and he wanted to sink into Adam’s environment. The little house near Tophane had been searched from top to bottom and the basement workshop filled with flammables had been discovered. It was like the playroom of a manic child. There were rat traps with severed animals’ tails left where they had been laid. The artworks were mostly fakes but cleverly done. The men who frequented the mosque opposite his house had no recollection of him. Yet Adam was a man of taste in his way. He must have appreciated the delicate architecture of the Ali Paşa, for one thing.

Yet at the end of the day, he was a man with no soul, like all the others. It was something the Americans did not seem to understand.





TWENTY-THREE

Around Tyler’s room on the Nile it rained through the night. He sat with a brandy on his balcony watching the river just as the khedive who once owned the palace must have done a hundred years before. He could make out streets from there too but he didn’t want to see anything, he had no interest in the neighborhood of Gezira. He didn’t even want to glimpse the pyramids in the distance. All he saw were its dry trees angled slightly over the roads.

He had gone to the bar at 9 p.m. and asked the staff if there were any Americans staying at the Marriott that week and they had said, “A few,” which was all he needed to know. There was a casino there with trashy colored lights but an elegant interior. He’d gone to play a few hands and tinker with the slot machines but it was a place for older Egyptian men with nothing else to do. The place reminded him at once of the Kempinski and he supposed that it was the same idea: a bankrupt Islamic palace tarted up in late imperial European style. The corridors were the same. The landings with their chandeliers and Second Empire chairs. They told him that it hardly ever rained in Cairo and that he must have brought it with him. Looking down the river, perceptibly moving against the banks of lights, he thought of this continuation of his involvement with the Knight family. It would soon be over and when it was, he would fly to Paris and find a girl and an expensive meal, not to mention an expensive hotel. That is, if he couldn’t find the Chana Knight he wanted to find. At the grand hotel bar, he had slipped one of the guys a hundred bucks and told him to call if he spotted an American girl matching the details provided, describing both Aylin and Adam for good measure. He was rather solemn about it.

“What is the lady’s name, sir?”

This was awkward. Tyler couldn’t say he didn’t know, and yet it was certain that she would not be going under her real one. So, he said, “Her nickname’s Aylin.” It would have to do.

“Very well, sir.”

He texted Knight. Arrived. No sign of your daughter.

Then he spent an hour drinking by himself and letting the psychological effects of the intense months in Istanbul seep out of him. He’d always preferred Arab cities anyway, at least the ones he’d briefly visited. Beirut, Damascus, Tripoli. They were looser, more enjoyably cynical. More defeated. But also more convivial, maybe for that reason. In reality, though, he was now more alone than ever. The only consolation was the idea that somewhere in this vast maze of rooms in two modern towers Chana was at that moment lying on her bed eating chocolates or watching the evening news. She might be with someone or she might not be. At 3 a.m. the rain stopped. Small figures appeared on the riverbanks, men sitting with their cigarettes. Did they stay there all night lost in motionless thoughts? He went out into the corridor at 4 a.m. and wandered down to the old main building where the khedive had once lived. There was a chance that he might catch a glimpse of Chana returning from a late night on the town. But only ghosts were there.

The following day he spent at the Breakfast Terrace. He read the papers, drank mint tea and kept an eye on the tables. He had returned to his function during those early days at Bodrum, except that now there was no Yeni Rakı to be had. He’d had to swap it out for Calvados. He still had his Celestron though. He could see every face.

One afternoon he got a suit made by a local tailor and it was delivered the following day. It was cheap and it looked cheap but it also looked better than no suit at all. Tan linen and a lavender viscose lining. He had his hair cut very short. He began to cease resembling himself. After five days he extended his stay because he was liking it so much. A city can be a relaxing place if one confines oneself to a five-star hotel next to water. He upgraded to a larger room with the same view. In the evenings he went to an outdoor theater on the hotel’s roof where an oud orchestra played to tables of handsome couples in white. Winter in Cairo was cool and dry, the air cleansed by sand. But still no Chana.

Then one afternoon as he was seated at the Breakfast Terrace eating croissants with black coffee a man walked past his table in a pair of shades and wearing a cabana shirt with its sleeves rolled at the elbows.

Tyler didn’t recognize him at once, but within seconds, struck by an air that made him look more closely, he realized that it was the man who had been seated in the launch on the evening of Ayhan’s party.

Now this man was sweeping past the tables of the Breakfast Terrace in a pair of taupe suede Solovière sandals as if he owned the place. He hadn’t seen Tyler, and he would never have been expecting to see him in Cairo, and so he was easy to follow as he made his way back inside the main building. The boys showed him respect, suggesting they were familiar with him and that he tipped well. Tyler followed him inside, into the Old Hollywood interior, where a wedding crowd milled about, and on to the elevators. He was carrying a small plastic bag of pastries. He entered the elevator with a woman in a hijab and Tyler saw, as he came up quickly, that they had ascended to the seventh and eleventh floors. So they were separately on those two floors. Back in the lobby he sat in one of the ornate armchairs and waited for him to emerge from the elevator area. But by afternoon’s end no one had emerged and he went back to the elevators, going up first to the seventh floor and then the eleventh.

On the eleventh he heard televisions, and outside the room doors, he saw three room service trays laid out for collection. On the second tray lay a plate filled with olive stones and, resting on its rim, a half-eaten shredded phyllo pastry, a kataifi. It was door 1123. He guessed that it was what the man had been carrying in his plastic bag. Tyler stopped and listened at the door. There were people talking in low voices. He went back down to the reception desk.

“I have friends in room 1123,” he said to the girl. “I wanted to send them some flowers. Do you have a florist service here?”

They did. Did he want the White Roses Wheel or the Red Roses Wheel?

“I’ll take the white.”

“Thirty roses? Would you like to add a note?”

Tyler thought for a moment. Be malevolent.

“You can write, ‘Live life like you are never going to die. Like you are living in your father’s house.’ ”

“Is that all?”

“You can leave no name, they’ll know.”

“Very well, sir. And your room number?”

Tyler gave it, but asked her not to divulge it to his friends. It was important that it be a surprise.

“Like a game?” she said uncertainly.

“Yes. Like a game.”

“So,” she murmured, going over the order. “One bouquet of thirty whites to Miss Dunhill.”

“Correct.”

Tyler walked off and returned to the Terrace. On his cell phone he called the hotel bar.

“Did Miss Dunhill by any chance come to the bar today?”

“No, sir. But she was here last night. I wasn’t sure—she doesn’t resemble your description of her at all.”

“Oh?”

“No, sir. Miss Dunhill is blonde and she has one green eye and one blue.”

“If she comes in tonight, can you call me?”

The barman said that he would.

“Was she with a gentleman?”

“She was, sir.”

“Did he resemble the blond American I described?”

“No, sir.”

“Very well. Call me anyway.”

Tyler ate in the hotel restaurant that night, then went for a walk along the Nile. The guys in tracksuits were still there, smoking and watching boats. He could have stayed years in that hotel next to that immortal river. When he returned to the lobby, the same receptionist who had taken his order of white roses left the desk and crossed the lobby with a message from Miss Dunhill. “She asked me to make you read it now,” she said.

Tyler took out a card, upon which was written: It’s very kind of you. Have you been sent by my father?

He slipped it back into the envelope and was about to turn when the receptionist said, “Miss Dunhill said that she is going on a tour of the Qarafa tomorrow morning. Would you like to join her?”

“She is?”

Qarafa, the Cairo necropolis, the City of the Dead. The receptionist added, “It’s a private tour arranged by the hotel. She’ll be leaving at nine.”

“Is she going with her friend?”

“What friend?”

“I thought she was staying with a friend.”

“I cannot say anything about that, I’m afraid.”

“Does she need an answer tonight?”

“I have no idea.”

“All right, I accept then. I’ll go with her. I’ll be here in the lobby at eight thirty.”

The receptionist nodded and Tyler went back to his room not knowing what to think. Evidently, he had found Aylin.

If she had guessed who had sent the flowers, as her note suggested, things would not be too rocky. She might just try and pay him off to get rid of him. He’d be getting paid by two generations of the same dysfunctional family. But if it was a total surprise, their meeting in the lobby might go badly. When he went to the lobby at 8 a.m., however, the staff told him that Miss Dunhill had already left, at dawn. She had declined the services of the guide in the end. But, they said, she had invited him to join her there anyway. It was almost 9 a.m. by the time he was dropped off at the top of a flight of steps that led from the road down to a maze of houses and tombs. When he wanted to be picked up, he could call the hotel and they would tell him where to meet the driver. He went down the steps alone.



SHE HAD OF course arranged all this. There alone among the tombs, among the dry Nile trees and decomposing abandoned motorbikes, they could reconcile or fight and it would go unnoticed. In the middle distance rose the great domes of the Mamluk tombs. Tyler headed for them, along streets where people seemed to be squatting inside the tombs of past centuries. There were intersections, streets where bicycles stood tilted against the walls, piles of trash and rubble—but no tourists. He came among the Mamluk dead.

Even their tombs were ruined, their arches split in two, the green tile inscriptions ribboned around their domes broken into fragments. Trash had accumulated under their shattered vaults. As he wandered, he caught the flash of a brightly colored dress moving along the streets ahead of him. It was the same dress as that day in Bodrum. She was walking in the sun with a teenage boy and they were chatting as they moved between the walls. A hustler had found his mark. They turned into one of the tombs. When he got to the gates, she was standing alone under the vaults sipping from a bottle of mineral water. A cool sunshine descending through the holes in the roof striped her shoulders and she looked up at the moldings formed in honor of a fourteenth-century millionaire. He stepped across a mound of rubble and came up behind her, but she did not turn.

“You shouldn’t have come, Tyler. I don’t know how much Daddy is paying you, but you shouldn’t have come.”

“But I did come. He wants you to go home and get help.”

“That’s rich coming from him. It’s ironic coming from you too. I need much less help than you two.”

“Two people are dead and they won’t stop looking for you. You can’t keep running away.”

She turned finally and the sun fell into her eyes. They were indeed colored by heterochromatic contacts and for a moment she looked like a bemused alien, a woman fallen to earth.

“I don’t think of it as running away. I think of it as running toward. The evolution goes on, as they say.”

“But there is no revolution or evolution. There’s just you.”

“Maybe I’m enough then. In any case the story for you is over, Tyler. It’s you who should go home. You should have gone home months ago. If Interpol had any sense, they would be hunting you, not me.”

“That’s a cute thing to say.”

She moved toward him and the distance between them melted away for ten seconds or so. All the coldness and madness in her being touched him physically and he had to tense.

“I’m not like you,” she said. “I play it day by day. I improvise. I don’t have any plans. But you’re just a lackey. You work for a spy agency, then my father—and you thought I didn’t know. How pathetic is that? You had it written all over you. Like most people you have no vocation. You don’t have a passion. You exist for no reason except survival and making money, which is the same thing at your level. I found you amusing for a while and played your game, which was my father’s game after all. I thought you might be promising, a fellow traveler as we used to call them. A sympathizer. But there was nothing in it in the end because there is nothing in you. You’re a status quo reactionary in your DNA. You’re an empty box, like most Americans. You couldn’t rise above being an empty box. All that’s in the box are bits of paper. Some of them are dollar bills.”

Sarcastically she shook his hand and he let her shake it. Behind them at the gates the teenager had reappeared, his eyes narrowed to see who Tyler was. A guide then, not a hustler.

“So long, Tyler. I’m not going back to the hotel. See that boy at the gate? He’s taking me to the car waiting for me on the other side of the cemetery, and that car goes directly to a port. Believe it or not they don’t check you rigorously at the ports here. I always love moving on. If I were you, I’d do the same. Move on, and don’t ever talk to my father again. He’ll fuck you up if he possibly can, and he certainly can. Which means he will.”

Then she slipped past him into the shade and walked to the gates where the boy stepped back into the street. They made off. Tyler went to the gate as well, but by the time he had reached the street they were nowhere to be seen. He had something more to say even if it was too late. They had turned a corner and disappeared into the labyrinth of the Qarafa, as quietly as they had come, and Tyler had to call the hotel and find out where the car would be waiting for him. He walked there filled with hatred for himself. Chana was wrong about everything, except for him.



AT THE BAR that night he sat with a Calvados and the Egyptian music and got as drunk as you can get without keeling. The barman confirmed that “the foreigners” had left the hotel for the airport and since he kept a careful count of foreigners, he knew for a fact that the only one left that night was Tyler. It seemed worth drinking to. Eventually Tyler went up to the empty rooftop theater and made his final call to Knight. He was back in New York living it up with bad wine and mashed potatoes at the Union Club. As usual, he was unflappable. Tyler recounted events and admitted that he had met with Chana and that she had taken a boat somewhere, though it had not proven possible to determine where.

“C’est la vie, Tyler,” Knight sighed, and told Tyler quietly to keep the cash and enjoy it as he saw fit. There was no bad blood between them and their contract was concluded. He could see that Tyler had done his best.

“Did the authorities come to see you in New York?” Tyler asked.

They had indeed. He had been extensively interviewed. Law enforcement had even visited Blythe in California and determined that all four of Tyler’s summertime friends had attended the Sacred Valley school there. They had frequented an old house near Blythe and it was suspected that they had burned it down to cover their tracks. But no one could find out what they had been doing there. A few people in Ehrenberg remembered them. They had even found an unemployed electrician who had done maintenance on the house and been paid by Chana to rewire it. He lived in his car and shuttled around the desert towns doing odd jobs and dealing weed on the side. They had found him out by Chiriaco Summit stoned by the roadside, of no fixed abode and his brains fried on meth. A vagrant named Marco Ferris, forty-two and, they suspected, one of Chana’s lovers back in the day. The strange thing was, though, that Ferris did not remember her. Her picture produced no emotion in him, her name evoked only a very slight remembrance of someone he might once have loved for a week or two.



DURING HIS LAST days at the hotel Tyler took to wandering the corridors and vestibules, stopping in from time to time at the sad casino. At midnight he could hear voices traveling along these formidable spaces and sometimes he saw old couples staggering back to their rooms as they whispered to each other. One night going back to his own room after eating at the terrace, he saw a man standing at the far end of a corridor looking up at a window in the roof. He stopped and watched him. The man was a Westerner dressed in a long raincoat and dark suit, and he was soaked. The man held a fedora hat of somber brown which also dripped. Tyler wondered whether he was lost. The man then turned and looked down the long corridor, catching sight of Tyler holding a newspaper in one hand and his room key in the other. It was the consul who smiled first and raised a hand in greeting, but there was little sign of forgiveness in his eyes.





TWENTY-FOUR

On the evening before his departure for the border, Yavuz went to the Mihrimah Sultan Mosque near the Roman walls and prayed in solitude. Afterward he walked down to a restaurant close to the Byzantine Kariye church and sat alone with a cup of muhallebi. There was in it, he thought, an echo of truth, which was to say of tradition. The milk was thick and soothing. Then he called his wife. He explained to her that he had to leave the city for a few days and that he would spend that night sleeping in a cot at the office so that he could drive with two of his officers to Pınarhisar very early in the morning. Members of his team were already in place near the border. “It’s the Italian boy, isn’t it?” she said, and he replied that no, it was not. He could not tell her any more. But he would not be there long and he would return as soon as he could. Nothing bad would happen, he promised her.

But eight hours later when he was on the road north, he wondered if he had told her the truth. It was a small straight road with telegraph poles and dense forests of low bushy trees on both sides. The snow had piled up on the roadsides. He drove the car himself and the two officers sat on the back seat smoking morosely. When they passed through pines, he thought to himself that rural Russia must be like this. The lakes around Moscow where Hikmet had lived in exile. How curious that the American writer had been so interested in him, and even more curious that he had suspected him at first because of the apparent communist connection. He’d been wrong.

Past a small place called Saray the land opened up and there were wide fields buried under snow. They turned off down a road shaded on one side by pines, and beyond there was a small white villa where the team had set up their base the night before. Two men from the Cinayet, or Homicide Bureau, were already there making shakshuka in the kitchen. Yavuz ate with them, then crashed on a sofa and slept for two hours. When he woke, the word was that the Italian was hiding in the woods near the border and that he was alone on foot. He had spent the night in an abandoned house waiting to be guided to the border by a member of the cell he had paid. But now, of course, that guide would not be appearing. Instead, it would be Yavuz and his men.

In the afternoon they drove up to Avcılar, a village a few miles from the border, where a solitary white mosque stood against a hard blue sky with dogs scattered in the tiny square below it.

They found the one-story house nearby where Ricci had spent a freezing night. There was no sign of him, and no sign even of a fire. This was where he had been told to wait for the guide, who would supposedly arrive before nightfall. But some instinct must have told him that something was wrong. Yavuz walked around the icy brush surrounding the house and looked for clues. There was a little café by the mosque; no one had seen the foreigner. Yet he must have left on foot. From there an unmade road passed cottages and ancient fruit trees bearing pretty caps of hardened snow. Down it went with a single power line overhead, the fields stiff with frost and the low mountains blue along the horizon. There were no footprints in the thin snow, as if Ricci had taken care to walk along the edges by the fences. At this point Yavuz turned and waved off the two men following him. From there on it would be his solitary vengeance and no one else’s. He wanted no witnesses who might later contradict his version of events. He shouted at them to wait there and expect his call. Then he went ahead by himself, walking quietly and listening to messages carried on the wind.

By the road he came to a house with a large patio where an old man was smoking a pipe by himself. Yavuz called over. Had he seen a man walking there earlier that day? No one.

“The last house in Turkey,” the man said.

“Yes, I see that.”

To the left of the road at that point a bare field sloped upward to a line of silvery trees. There were no tracks so Ricci had not climbed up there. And yet he should have, Yavuz thought, if he had had any sense. He could have slipped into the forest and away from a road where he could be followed more easily.

Then the road began to climb again, slippery underfoot and passing an ancient rusting pylon still attached to cables. So it was not the last house in Turkey after all. He walked for another mile until at length he saw a vaster forest up ahead. Once again, the road dipped and he followed it, feeling more anxious. There was a small sign which read Palivor Çiftliği 2 km. There was a low cement bridge over a shallow stream. Something in the air seemed disturbed to him. He paused, drew his weapon, then took a breath and reholstered it. From the stream the road swung upward yet again, but more steeply and the low trees bristled with ice. He was increasingly certain that he was homing in on the Italian. At last, he spotted a footprint in the muddy snow ahead of him. Soon he was creeping past a considerable ranch of some kind surrounded by a wall, and looking up, he saw that the power line stopped. The real last house in Turkey then. Beyond it the road felt wilder, more ominous, and for a moment he considered calling his men.

He sat on one of the long piles of firewood stacked under the trees, wiping off the snow and catching his breath. Up ahead he could now see a line of more definite footprints which had clearly been made within the last hour. He called quietly in to his team.

“He’s headed for the Rezovo River. I can catch him on foot, I think. Stay back.”

The Rezovo was on the border with Bulgaria, cutting through thick forests. The same dirt track he was on almost reached it. From where it petered out further on, it was only fifty meters of woodland to the river. It was now 3 p.m., and the blue sky was disappearing as clouds moved in and the road began to dim under the trees. When he came to Palivor Çiftliği, he saw it was a restaurant, closed for the winter. He walked around it peering through the windows and saw that whoever had left the footprints had done the same, perhaps more confident now that he was close enough to freedom that he didn’t need to worry as much about being followed. The restaurant sat at a junction where four small roads converged and north of it, in the direction of the Rezovo, the smallest of them strayed into deeper forest which bore down on it on both sides. There were no more open fields, just a mass of trees and the treacherous road where the footprints snaked off toward the river. Yavuz followed, as quietly as possible. He was now only a quarter mile from the Rezovo. How did Ricci intend to cross it? At night, without being seen. It was certainly what he had been told.

At the road’s last bend, the footprints veered off into the woods and Yavuz followed them with his gun drawn, crouching to go under the low branches. Ahead in the twilight he saw a figure rushing through the same brush, showering the ground with little pieces of ice from the trees. Yavuz quickened to catch up with him and as he did so, he made a noise. The figure stopped and looked behind him. He had come to a ravine cloaked with ivy, at the bottom of which a small stream wound its way over mossy boulders.

Ricci, ragged and exhausted, his face covered with scratches and grime, had thrown down his bag and was about to descend the slippery slopes to the stream. He had knelt to test the first steps when Yavuz came into view, his gun trained on him and calling to him to stop. Ricci let out a long breath and seemed to subside onto the boulders in resignation, but also looked to the bottom where the water glittered with a pure clarity.

Yavuz approached him with the formulaic words of an arrest and yet there was something in his tone which made Ricci disbelieve him. Ricci was the only one of the four whom Yavuz had never seen in the flesh, if he discounted the stranger he had briefly seen at the Kempinski. He knew very little about him or what exactly he had done other than legally rent a hotel room for an illegal purpose. Now he saw the slightly plump, boyish animal with the slow-draw eyes and the turned-up nose and dimpled cheeks. The night before he had prayed that he might catch him like this, the two of them quite alone in a forest. Allah had granted him his wish.

“Get up,” he said to him in English. Ricci stood, his eyes wide with astonishment.

“You’re alone,” Ricci said.

“The others are coming.”

Ricci now smiled and brushed the bangs out of his face with unwashed hands.

“How much do you want?” he said.

He had calculated that there was enough for them to come to a deal without the others knowing.

“For what?” Yavuz said. “To let you reach the river?”

“You say I got away. I have cash in my bag.”

And Ricci glanced down at the bag lying a few feet away. Yavuz edged closer and all he could register in his consciousness was the whites of the boy’s eyes. There was no fear in them, just an assumption that things could be worked out man to man. “Why?” Yavuz wanted to ask him. “Why put yourself through this?” Ricci was also thinking what he wanted to say. “We had to do it. It was the right thing to do, and if I had to, I’d do it again, and then again.” Until the beautiful world arrived. But Yavuz was also thinking of the consul lying on the tray in the morgue. He remembered the lilt of his voice, the innocence in his eyes. He hadn’t deserved a dog’s end, but the same could not be said of the animal about to leap into the ravine as one last stab at a freedom he didn’t deserve. He aimed straight at the boy’s head and pulled the trigger, sending the body into a corkscrew motion as it tumbled down into the green rocks and the river, where his face sank up to his cheeks. Inside the bag was a quarter of a million dollars.





TWENTY-FIVE

Two years later Adam Gates, now Herman Shelley, had become known in the little town of Chora as the young British hermit who liked to eat alone at Tony’s, overlooking the sea near his house. Dressed in cream and blue linens, his hair now long, streaked half blond by the sun and swept back in a bun, he usually ate a simple pizza with a bottle of Hatzidakis white and left enormous tips of a kind unheard of on the island. He rode a small Yamaha Filano motorbike which he had brought over from the mainland and he was predictably seen three times a week in the port of Daikofti. Others saw him every morning on Kapsali Beach taking his swim and then retiring to Banda Landra for a midday mojito. It was the best cocktail bar east of Chora.

Day by day for many months he had perfected his British accent and claimed, when asked, that he was a former horse breeder turned art dealer. His housekeeper spread the idle gossip when needed. He went once every two months to Athens with parcels which he did not come back with, and Angela felt they came from the stock of paintings stashed in his wine cellar, which contained no wine. After each trip he appeared revived, flush with cash and inclined to be generous to her. In a whisper he sometimes told her that he was a descendant of the poet Shelley, through marriage to the Bysshe family. He had no lovers, boy or girl, he was an insomniac and kept a SOG military knife under his pillow. He kept his doors padlocked at night.

“The strangest thing of all,” she would say, “is that he doesn’t write to his mother.”

Adam himself liked to keep it this way. He rented the apartment in the lower reaches of the village near the Venetian castle, surrounded by dry island scrub and ancient olives. In the fields nearby, amaranth and thyme blossomed in the gulleys that led down to the sea, which could be seen from his patio. It was a mile from anywhere. No cars passed, no walkers. He took his ouzo with ice water at five and stayed there until seven gazing at the horizon. Then Angela made a fire in the living room and at nine he rode his Filano up to the village for his usual dinner. Afterward he went to churches filled with Panagia lilies and wondered to himself if he could ever return to that religion from which, as he reasoned, he had escaped in one piece. The dark Virgins pinned to those whitewashed walls gave no answer.

When high summer came he settled into a slightly different regime. That second summer, he had resolved to do nothing more than go to Daikofti and wander its streets for a bit of boat-gazing, curious as to who might turn up. Mostly it was tourists of the kind he had hoped for when he chose the island. Middle-of-the-roaders, family types, the odd dreamy couple with nothing in their eyes. People who noticed and wanted nothing. It was a microcosm of the great European banality. Could I live here forever? he wondered. He could, but only because there were always autumns and winters when no one came and the island returned to its peasant roots.

As he sat in a café, watching the crowds being disgorged from the ferries, it also occurred to him that one day someone might come for him. Therefore, despite his love of the island, a part of him was always planning the next move, the next refuge. However, when he came down to Daikofti one day that July, it was because he had received a text asking him to greet the ferry from Neapolis in the middle of the afternoon. He knew that it was Chana and that she had sought him out at last to close the circle.

He sat in his usual café and waited for the Neapolis ferry to arrive and then in the sweaty crowd of tourists she appeared, standing apart as always, her hair now long and dyed blonde, a camera slung around her neck and carrying a small carry-on. A tourist from another age, the 1950s. She stepped onto the quay and she saw him almost at once, as if the two of them had a connection that operated on a frequency completely apart from other people. Not waving, she came across the street and he got up to hold her in his arms for a moment and kiss her cheek near to the ear, into which he said quietly, “You took so long to come.” She was already sun-kissed from weeks at the beach, traveling alone on buses, moving from rented room to rented room and still unfound by her family.

“You look like a Greek peasant,” she said, admiring him in turn. “We both do. It’s the polish that comes from being on the run.”

“Are we on the run?”

They laughed and then stayed on at the table for ouzos and lemonades. “Fisherman,” he corrected her. “Not peasant.”

“Have it your way.”

She saw his bike parked by his table and she said, “Your chariot?”

“I got it secondhand in Nafplion. Goes like the wind.”

“You chose well,” she said, looking around the tiny port. A quiet island, no discos or hordes of pickup artists in white pants. No blonde girls traveling together. It was known as one of the quietest islands, he said. In winter it was like a giant grave surrounded by water.

“I suppose you heard about Marco,” she said.

“He made a mistake staying in the country. Still, someone sold him out.”

“It was Karol’s people. There was a reward.”

“It’s always the way. It could have been me.”

“But it wasn’t and here we are.” She touched his glass with hers. “No one’s better than us.”

“Viva la revolucion, glykia mou.”

“What does glykia mou mean?”

“My sweet.”

She knocked back her ouzo and refilled.

“Glykia mou to you too then.”

“Glyke if you’re a girl. I can’t believe you found me.”

“I can find anyone I want. Even people who change their emails every two months.”

“I should have known.”

“So where do you live, Greek fisherman?”

“On the other side of the island. Among rocks and butterflies.”

“Ah. I can just see it. You’re going to grow old here. Illegal immigrant who outstayed a visa he never had.”

“That’s me.”

Adam looked her over for signs of two years of stress, and found none. She seemed if anything to have gotten younger, to have regressed in the best sense. When he tentatively asked her how she had been, or even where she had been, she brushed him off by saying something vague about Tunisia. It didn’t mean that she had been there, of course. In the late afternoon, they drove up into the hills and across the island, the sea at Kaladi on their left and the sun streaking across dry hills and into her eyes.

She whooped and hugged his waist as the bike veered around the hairpins. He took her to a stony beach called Kiriakoulou jammed between towering cliffs and they swam there alone in the pale green water, looking up at jagged rock formations. He asked her if she remembered the last time they had swum together, in the lake at Bafa, when they had been four and not merely two. “It’s better here,” she said, as if she had not remembered it at all. Between them there were the deaths of the other two, but he knew already that she would not make a big deal out of it because it was better to pass over the past with a light touch. So it turned out. When she got out of the water and he watched her shake her hair, he reflected that despite their shared past as teenagers there was a compact between them which insisted on a mutual ignorance, a delicate estrangement. He had little idea what she thought of him now. The fisherman in his element. She had always said that he was beautiful, and she never failed to use the word with a certain care. Perhaps she still thought so.

When they reached his cottage, Angela had already left and the fields were dark. They made a fire on the patio and drank some old wine they had bought in the port. He put on some Greek music and showed her how to do a Greek dance. Chana began to recite something from their days in Istanbul:


I think of isolation,

Sickening and total

like that of the mad and the dead



Hikmet. Adam had not thought of it for some time, but he recognized it at once. The consul had recited it during the event at the Kempinski, the last words he ever spoke. If they had achieved anything by killing the consul, Chana said defiantly, they had achieved that. Think of them as your last words on earth, the mad and the dead.

“Yes,” Adam said. “I remember him saying them.”

She lay on the wall, gazing upward at the night sky. She asked him if he still believed in violence as a way of healing the world and he said that he did, and always would. It was a perpetual commitment and it would always burn in his heart. “That’s how we are,” she said, taking her glass and pouring the wine over her shoulders. It cooled her and it made them laugh.

“Do you remember,” he said, “when we walked along Enslor Way in the dark?”

“Where you set fire to the silo?”

“I should have burned all the telephone poles. Do you remember them—hundreds and hundreds of them to the horizon? Like crucifixes.”

“Yes. But the silo was beautiful.”

Lying next to his own fire, he remembered it clearly, the feeling of power surging through him though he was only sixteen. Some fires have their equivalents inside your mind and unlike the physical ones they are not temporary. They carry on burning decade after decade until you reach the cremation fire, the last one of all, where the mad and the dead are turned to ashes. Now his fire burned with driftwood from the beaches nearby.

He thought of her standing then at his side as they watched the inferno from the edge of an alfalfa field. They had been bestilled, in awe of the event, and after a while they had begun to walk along Enslor Way in the desert heat, lovers for life, and arsonists as well, until they had reached Olive Lake Boulevard where the creosote bushes moved in the wind and the Colorado River Fairgrounds glowed with distant lights. By then they were hand in hand, and he had sworn to himself that he would never let Chana go. And so, in a way, he hadn’t.
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